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TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


The COUNTESS of SALISBURY. 


\ 


My Lady, 


Conmovs that whenever a bantling of the 
muſes looks up to your Ladyſhip for protection, 
the preſuming urchin ſeldom pleads in vain, 
permit me to dedicate the following pages to 
your Ladyſhip's favour; aſſured, that when ſoſ- 
_ tered under the wings of Virtue, the attacks of 
' Malevolence and the ſhafts of Scorn muſt fail 
of effect, when directed againſt ſo powerful a 
ſhield, 5 = 


* 
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IS. 
That a diſtinguiſhed and unmerited honour 


is conferred on him who addreſſes theſe Poems 


to your Ladyſhip, the author is highly ſenſible 
of; and perhaps nothing but that honour can 
anyway render them worthy of. public notice. 
But the name of Saliſbury precedes the trifles, 

and leſſens their inſignificance: And under the 
banners of the amiable and beloved promoter 
of happineſs around the vicinity of Hatfield, 
and the polite circles of a court, who would not 
be proud to enliſt when the ſmiles of excel 
lence and approbation of the world is to be the 
high reward? I have the honour to ſubſcribe 
myſelf with the greateſt reſpeR, 


Mv LAD Y. 


Your LaDyYsHiP's 


| Moſt obliged, humble Servant, s 


4 
Lon Don, 


June 4th, 1782. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


IN the courſe of the following ſheets, the 
reader will obſerve that many of the poems” 
have already appeared in public through the 
medium of the diurnal prints. Thoſe to which 
an aſteriſk is prefixed, were written under the | 
ſignature of Lovisa, a maſk that introduced 
the firſt offspring of his muſe to the world; and 
the favourable reception the hypocrite met with, 

* occaſioned the ſpurious progeny u rapidly to 


encreaſe. 


Among many admirers were two gentlemen 
whoſe poetical favours are inſerted in this work; 
the one a ſolicitor on the part of the object ol 

his choice, and the other, a humbfe adorer of 
211 the 
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the lovely and accompliſhed Louiſa. That Action 
is a grand trait in the fancy of poets, was never 
more verified than in the gentleman's in. queſ- 


tion rhapſodical ſtrains moſt feryently breathed : 
at the altar of Love. 


{ 
k 


With a few additional pieces never before in 


+. print, this volume is preſented to the world; and 


whatever may be its reception, it will not prove 


a diſappointment to the author: and with re- 


gard to thoſe gentlemen who come under the 


. denomination of Reviewers, he has little to fear; 


d | C 

well knowing as its merits or demerits may ap- J 
pear, their favour or ſeverity will be extended | . 
| : 


accordingly. 
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ÞAR in the coverts of a mazy wood, 

An ancient caſtle ſolitary ſtood ; 
The noble hoſt retir'd from worldly ſtrife, 
Here paſs'd ſerene the gliding years of life ; 


Endow'd with means to quell affliction's power, 
And gild Fith joy the mourner's hapleſs hour, 
No higher thoughts the aged lord careſs'd, 
But theſe to aid the wretched and diſtreſs d: 
Happy o ſhed the ſweets of affluence round, 
The oth _— welcome refuge fount; ja 
, B E'en 1 
"4 5 
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E'en the poor lab' rer found a glad retreat, He 
From winter's cold, or ſummenis ſcorching heat; An 
Open to all, the owner's ſtately dome Ne 
To all alike gave hoſpitable room: © Ha 
No mean diſtinQtion dar'd his roof invade, To 
Where pride abaſh'd ſtood trembling and diſmay'd ; As 
Here ſmiling Plenty, innocently great, On 
In perſon deign'd on ev'ry gueſt to wait ; Th 
Pleas'd if her careful and prolific horn Oo 
Could ſerve the healthful ploughman of the morn ; Ho 
And equal pleas'd, if Bounty could beſtow, | Eat 
A gleam of comfort to the pris'ner's woe: Co 
Here, too, Munificence, in homely pride, He 
With young Contentment, deigned'to reſide ; : Ap 
And here Compaſſion, and kind Pity too, Aw 
Ober Mis'ry ſhed their ſympathetic dew; ® An 
And Mercy hov'ring, tender, meek-ey'd maid, Fac 
On cherub wings to give the. wretched aid. — Arc 
Such was the Lord Alcanor's friendly ſeat, Aw 
Tad for his virtues, in ts lone retreat : i On 


Here 
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Here ſweet Religion fix'd her earthly cell, 
And Contemplation choſe awhile to dwell; 
Nor theſe alone—Apollo's heav'nly fire, 
Harmonious Muſic touch'd the quiv'ring lyre; 
Touch'd too by fingers, ſo exquiſite fraught, 
As charm'd the paſſions, and gave ſtrength to thought, 
One only daughter grac'd Alcanor's name, 
The fair Aurelia, nymph of deathleſs fame. 

O Reynolds! maſter of unrival'd art, 

How would thy colours from the canvas ſtart ? 
Each vivid tint would ſure of Git" ſeen; 
Could you have painted what Aurelia's been ; 
Her graceful form, above Ihe middle ſize, 
Appear'd angelie to the wond'ring eyes; 
Awhile each motion mov'd with winning grace, 


And ſtamp'd her Venus of an earthly race; 


Each breeze her hair in flowing grandeur hurl'd 


Around her neck—and there in ringlet#curl'd : 
Awhile behind the jetty ſubſtance flow'd, « 
On ſhape as form'd to bear the beauteous load: 
B 2 | And 
* ” 
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| And now if pen has magic power to trace N 

With truth the ſemblance of the lovelieſt face A 

n That ere adorn'd on earth, terreſtial maid, A 
| Attempt the taſk, and e en her lips invade ; Al 
Reynolds, tis vain, unleſs my muſe could fetch Dr 

Thy magic {kill—to give the fainteſt ſketch! Ar 

Her high-arch'd forehead, hill of pureſt ſnow, Be 

4 Luxüriant ſported two bright ſtars below; Ne 

ä Two ſtars whoſe orbs diſcharg'd ſuch vivid rays, Th 


"Twas dang'rous, ah! incautiouſly to gaze; 
Each random glace conceal'd a poiſon d dart, 
That wounded oft the unſuſpecting heart; 


Nay more than wound actompanied with breath, Tri 
Each beam was fatal, and each afrow death ; + On 
Now, Reynolds, o'er thy yarious colours ſeek, For 
And match the bloom that crimſon'd either cheek ; Wh 
The roſe's bluſh blend with the lily's white, Let 
And add their fragrance as their hues unit; |. Ong 
Then, if thou canſt, the myſtic odour give, —S 
Breathe o'er the charm, and bid the union live; 1 Ere 
Now 
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Now paint her lips, that bore veriifiton's hue, 
And breath that ifſued odorif'rous dew; 
Arrang'd in rows the ivory teeth diſplay ; 
And ah, her boſom, whiter far than tliey ; 
Draw with your choideſt and peculiar care, 
And paint the outward as the inward fair ! 
Beyond the boſom, ah! forbear to-go, 

Nor tell what only Hymen's ſelf ſhould knows ” 

This done—the artiſt may with nature vie, 

Fail—and-the poor compariſon muſt die. 

Yet, Muſe, is left a cabinet behind. * 
Unlock it ſhew the treaſures of her mind; 5 

Triller, chou canſt not! tig beyond thy art, , 
One ſingle gem ſo precious tõ impart ;- 

Forbear the taſk, impoſſible to tell, 

| Whether her mind or perſon moſt excell; 

Let Fame's fair page this ample truth enroll, 

One fourg of beauty form'd the charming whole. 


— Such was Aurelia, once in- youthful bloom, A 1 
Ere Love condemn d her to ah early tomb; 
B 3 * Ill-fated * 
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FI luckleſs left—for ſoon Alcanor's eries, * 
%. 


Oblig'd him daſh his burthen to the ground ; * | ; 


And flew like lightning to the fatal ſpot } 


(14 ) 
IN-fated fair! and ah, ill-fated day! # 


'T hat led thy father, and thyſelf aſtray. N | 


When good Alcanor bore in fleoteſt pace, 

His beauteousgaughter to the early chace, 
Forgetting age, that filver'd oer his head, | 

Like Atteon thro' the trackleſs foreſt ſped; 

While like Diana was 4 Aurblis ſeen; 1 
A fleeting goddeſs, Health's imperial queen; 

A few choſe friends, ths little groupe combin'd, 
Whole ſwifter courſers left theÞpair behind ; * 


Rent the thin air with wretched groans and ſigks; 
His mettl'd ſteed, unus'd to weak Elina, - 
With ſtrength uncurb'd flew. o'er the boundleſyland; ; 


In vain by cries the fair Aurella ſtrove 1 
To bring relief—his ſteed 1 impetuous drove B. 
O'er ev'ry fence, till chance a mountaln's bound H 


A ruſtic ſwain beheld his hapleſs lot, 


(15 ) | * 
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Wich kind gonggrn the ger rous peaſant bore 4 
His breathleſs charge unto his friendly door; 
All that his cot, his humble cot ſupply'd, 
* Bring, bring in _baſlg!” the poor, Pigeni cry'd; = 
Nor ſcoff ye rich, gall his worth produc 'd 
A napkin, which with tenderneſs he us d, 
And ſtopp d the blood which ran from many a pore, 
And bath'd his face beſmeũt d with clotted gore; 
A chryſtal ſpring its cooling help apply d, 
Whielb oft with blog the friendly napkin dy'd:. + - 
This done, the youth wit expectation dread; - * ©.» | 
Hisgordly gueſt wie to his humble bed, ® : 
And watchi@eaM motion with extreme concern, 
Anxious to view ſome dawn of life return; 


Nor watch'd in vaimg for ſoon his friendly care 


Bade hope take place of anguiſh and deſpair ; 
He ſaw vich joy, which ev'ry look expreſs'd, 
" Tha rays of life re-animate his gueſt ; f 
He faÞ#thole eyes he fear'd for ever clos'd, 
Their gre glances on his own ** 


ſigh 9 264 And 
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And heard a voice in broken acenta cry, 1 

«© Tell me, Aurelia, tell me where am 17 

"Tis not my child, the anxious father ſaid; 

© 'Tis not,” the youth reply 4. and bow d his head's 9 

« A humble ſhepherd owns this. ruſtic place} 

Whichyou, great Sir, have pleas d vouchſaf d to grace.” 

Returning ſenſe confirm'd the ſimple truth; 

And ſtedfaſt gazing on the blooming youth, 

With trem'lous voice and wild diſorder' d air, 

Cry'd, * Where's Aurelia! inſtant tell me where? 

Ah! what, you cannot — Oh kind ranger, fly, 

Save, ſave my child, or ſee Alcanor die!“ * 

He could no more - nor did Eugenio need 

His farther counſel to enforce his ſpeed: 

Buoy d up by Hope on F ancy's tow'ring wings, 

O'er many a wide expanſe the ſhepherd ſprings; 

Undaunted flies, nor heeds each trifling pain, 

Search d ev'ry creek—but ev'ry creek in vain; , 

Fatigu'd and breathleſs home Eugenio turn'd, * 

With mind that ev'ry puny terror ſpurn'd a , 
Deceiv'd 


wee 
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Deceiv d by Hope—too ered lous to belief 
He paus'd awhile to give a vent to grief; 
But ſoon diſdaining the unmanly act, 
Inventive Genius bade him nel er retract; 
While Hope encourag'd, as his ſpirits roſe, Dx 
And urg'd him ſpurn ſupine imagin'd woes ; 
Again purſue, the hapleſs wand'ring fair, - 
Preſerve a daughter, ſoothe a father's care: 

« Extatic thought!” with folded hands he cry'd, 

* Extatic thought!“ back echo gain reply'd: . 

Flget as the-fawn that bounds o'er countleſs hills 1 1 
Swift as the roach that ſcuds the wat ry rills ; 
Eugenio ran oer many 2 dreary plain, 

In hopes the lovely wand'rer to regain : 

Phœbus had now. his uſual circle run, 4 
And twilight near obſcur'd the ſetting ſun ; | | 


| When chance, the youth unknowing where to * 1 


Deſponding, bent his ſolitary way 

Unto Sglain, butneat domeſtic cot, - 

Where Health ſeem'd proud to fix her earthly grot: 
4 Three 


— ew 


4 * 


Py 
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Three bloeming boys approach'd with eager pace, | 
\ Enquiry beaming in each ruddy face; 


But motherfears the ſtranger lady's dead: | 
o - Pap who! what lady? deareſt pratlers ſay ? -; 
"%s ConduR me to her, lead, ah! lead the way; 


And inſtantaneous to the cottage hied ; 


In all the terrors of extreme deſpair ; 


Her father's danger long Aurelia view'd, 


Till borne by ſwiftneſs from her viewleſs ſightys * 
The maid was left a ſtranger to his flight : 


* 


1 
. 


Each beg'd to know who 'twas the ſtranger ſought, 
And what the weariegtrav'ller bither brought ; 
In vaidhe bade their pratling tongues deſiſt, 

And each ſweet babe involuntary kiſs'd; 

Each breaſt, ſome ſtruggling ſecret ſeem'd to hold. 
Which each ſeem'd anxigus who the ſtranger told ; 


She's here ! cries one; ſhe's here ! another ſaid— 


« Perhaps 'tis the,” the hopeful ſhepherd cry'd, 
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Alas! /twas true, he found the wiſh'd-for fair, 


And fain to ſave him, long his o purſu d ; 


Immediate 
* 


An 


An 
Ha 


No 


But 


Gir 
Ant 
WI 


Ant 
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Immediate phrenzy ſeiz'd her trembling frame,” 


£ * 


And fault'ring ſpeech pronounc'd Alcanor's name; 
But ah! no father heard a daughter's call, 

Beheld her frantic, fav her helpleſs fall . 
Or could he heard her cries, beheld her re 

Saw her o'erwhelm'd by agonizing fears : 

How would the ſight have harrow'd up his ſoul, "$1 
And tears of anguiſh, ah! been ſeen to roll; | 
When wild diſtraction found reſiſtance vain, 
And een his tears but added to her pain: 

Oh! twould have pierc'd his palpitating breaſt, 


And chance conſign'd him to eternal reſt 15 1 
Had Hesvn woe bore him by impetuous flight, « 
In pity bore him from Aurelia's fight ; 
Nor Heav'n, ſweet maid, thy helpleſs ſtate forſook, 
But ev'ry care of its lov'd objett took ; , 
 Girded thee round with its almighty zone, 
And ſtood the guardian of thy fate alone. 
When the proud courſer from his miſtreſs fled, 
And plung'd her headlong to the ground as dead ; 


te 4 Then 


* 0 8 
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Then t was you felt the mighty pow'rful arm, 
Protect thee, fair one, from inſulting harm; 
And as each pulſe beat in convulſive ſtrife, 
Felt pow'r ccleſtial draw thee back to life. 


But, ah} what terror ſeiz d the wand'ring maid, 
When potent Reaſon brought Refleftion's aid; 


Her brilliant eyes were wildly glanc'd around, 
To find a father, but no father found; 

. Grief, deſperation ruſh'd upon her brain, 

And drove her frantic o'& the winding plain: 
Now this; how that way ſeem'd a likely road, 
Now pointed thorn her tender feet wou'd goad ; 
But, ah! what thorn could give fo keen a ſmart 
As that deep feſt'ring in her wounded heart! 
To ſave a life ſhe did to all prefer, 

Was far more dear than all the world to her ; 
Hope, hope alone, the fond idea begot, 

And bore the virgin to the peaſant's cot, 
Where poor Eugenio firſt Aurelia ſaw, 

With equal hope, timidity and awe ; 


* 


1 


Tha 
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The humble thatch to ev'ry trav'ller prone, 


Allurd the maid to make her piteous moan ; 
A beam of joy, too, glanc'd upon her mind, 


Her father here might chance a refuge find; 

O with what haſte, ſhe ſought the ruſtic's aid, 
And with what fear, the dread enquiry made; 
Ere words had force her eyes around would ſeek, 
And ev'ry geſture ſeem'd awhile to fpeak : 

But, ah! when truth firſt ventur'd to declare, 
Her fire, the Lord Alcanor els not there ; 

What ſpeechleſs horror ev'ry look portray'd, 
What namelefs anguiſh ev'ry paſſion ſway'd ! 
Too much for mortal being to ſuſtain, 


9 


The lovely victim ſunk beneath the pain: 
With ev'ry care that kindneſs could ſuggeſt, 
The cottage owners ſooth'd their hapleſs gueſt z * 


The tender huſband, nor leſs tender wife, 


In union ſtrove to bring her back to life; 
Their children baniſh'd, leſt their infant noiſe, 


Should chance retard their new expected joys; 
Joy 
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Joys that not dire penury could diveſt, 


\ of hopes to chear the beauteous fair diſtreſs'd ; 


Nor were their hopes of durance long or vain, 
They ſaw her cheeks aſſume the roſe again; 
Her eyes anew, with wonted luſtre ſhone, 

And every grace peculiarly her own: 

But ſtill each look, each wild terrific ſtart; . 
Proclaim'd a ſomething lab'ring at her heart e 
Such was her ſtate—when firſt the youth appear'd, 
And from the ground the fair Aurelia rear'd : 
And, ah! what joys convuls'd his vital frame, 


When firſt her lips, pronounc'd Alcanor's name : 


It muſt be ſhe,” the glad Eugenio cry'd, 


« The fair Aurelia!“ —“ Tis;“ the maid reply'd. ; 
« Ah! ſtranger ſay, how came you ſuch to know, 
8 Speak quick, and calm each agonizing throe ; 
„ Say, doth Alcanor, doth my father live? 

« And heav'nly comfort, to my boſom give.” 

« He.doth,” the youth reply'd with modeſt grace, 


t He doth, and lives to ſee Aurelia's face: 


; 


e J thank 


1 
Ea) : 

« Thank thee, Heaven,” ſhe ſaid, but could no more, 

Exceſſive joy een utterance forbore ; 

Joy far more worſe than een immoderate grief, 

Had tears not giv'n the ſufferer relief; 

But theſe ſubſiding, hope began to dawn, 

And ſpread new beauties, fore the late forlorn : 

Ten thouſand times ſhe thank'd the gen'rous youth, 

Yet often doubted what ſhe heard was truth; 

Then blam'd her doubts, when once his faithful tongue 5 

Had told the tale, her filial boſom wrung; * 
Oft would a tear ſtart from her gliſt'ning eye, 
When chance ſhe heard the youth unknowing ſigh; 
For oft he'd ſigh, the while a conſcious bluſh 


Betray'd a fear he'd done, or ſaid too much. 

His ſtory o'er—he humbly beg'd to guide 

Aurelia, where Alcanor did reſide : * 

Yet beg'd, as night had near her curtain drawn, 

She'd wait the meeting till the coming morn -; 

While he, on wings of joy, her father ſought, — 
To lull his fears - and ſoothe each troubl'd thought- | 


„ Talk 


% 
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« Shall bear me ſafely to Alcanor's arms; 


« Yes, to thy aid III owe, dear fable Night, 


« All that can give my honour'd lord delight. 
« A father's bleſſing, and a daughter's pray'r, 
te Shall both be offered for thy ſignal care. 


Talk not of Night,” ſhe cry'd, „her ſable charms 


« Stranger, lead on—kind friends, forgive my ſpeed, 


« To fave a father bids me thus proceed.” — 

She ceas'd—nor could their care her flight feſtrain, 
Reproof was fruitleſs, and reſiſtance vain. 

Quick from the cot the maid impet'ous burſt, 

And gave herſelf to Night a beauteous truſt ;— 
But ah, what ſounds on ſudden reach her ear— 

« O Heav'ns!“ ſhe cry'd, © my father's voice I hear 
„I know it well—'tis his !—melodious ſound !— 


* Lye ſtill my heart, and give thy joy a bound.” 


Loud and more clear the well-known accents drew, 


And ſoon his form proclaim'd the preſage true. 
« *Tis he,” ſhe ſaid, “and ſee he hither bends, 
« Encircl'd round by hoſts of joyous friends. 


. 
3 


She 


« Oh 


* 
*. 


; 


And ev'ry blaſt breath'd doleful ſounds of death : 
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« Oh, let me meet him, fly into his arms, 3 
« And dear oblivion bury paſt alarms.” 


Evctnio's abſence long Alcanor mourn'd, 

And oft lamented why he not returned : 

Imagination cloak'd in ſcorpion's ſting, 

With direful bodings did his boſom wring ; 

The howling wind ſeem'd fraught with odious breath, 


Now tott'ring fancy drew in colours wild, 

Eugenio weeping o'er his lifeleſs child 

And now while brooding o'er her faded 85 

She ſeem'd to live, and ſpringing to his arms. 
C Such 
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© Such were the thoughts his mind alternate wayd,., A 
| Corroding thoughts, that on his vitals'prey'l; A 
When chance, his friends found out his mean abode, E: 
Which each to find, the tedious day had rode; A 
Each friend ſincere, with mutual ardour ſtrove, E. 
Who moſt could ſhow their deeds of genial love; Ar 
But, ah! no tongue the pleaſing news could tell La 
Aurelia liv dor where ſhe chanc'd to dwell. Ar 
“ Bear me, ah! bear me quick, Alcanor cry'd, Hi 
O'er hills and mountains, dales and foreſts wide; An 
Methinks ſome impulſe fires my boding heart, Af 
And with new vigour arms me to depart : * Bui 
Come, friends, grey twilight chides our ſlothful ſtay, 'Ti 
And e' en Cynthia waits to guide the way: An 
A child's dear ſafety leads a father on, | 2 
Impells his haſte, and calls him to'be gone.” — 1 
He ceas d, and mindleſs of each latent pain,. 4 
Beſtrode with ſpeed a friendly ſteed again; * 
Then o' er the vaſt domain immediate flew, N 
. 


Unmindful who his Courſer dar'd purſue. 


Aurelia's 
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Aurelia's.name the diſtant vallies rend, 

Aurelia! echo'd each attendant friend ; 

Each breeze in chorus wafted far the ſound, 

And birds in concert ſung the theme around; 
Een plaintive Philomel was heard to quote, 

And call Aurelia in her loudeſt note. 

Laſt Fortune's ſelf forgot her uſual ire, 

And took compaſſion on the aged fire ; 

His devious courſe the fickle goddeſs turn'd, 

And led him where his duteous daughter mourn'd, 
Afar the chief beheld the pleaſing view, 

But fearful, doubted what he ſaw was true 3 
Till joy ful proof his groundleſs fears ſupprels'd, 
And lock'd a daughter to a father's breaſt.— 

* Oh! my lov'd child,” paternal fondneſs cry'd, 
* Oh! my dear Lord,” the lovely girl reply d: 
And are we met? and are our ſuff rings o'er? 


« And ſhall we part, my honour'd fire, no more!” 


“ Never!” he ſaid, © ſole treaſure of my heart, 
In ſuch a manner will we ever part. | 
C 2 “ Raſh, 
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EP Raſh, raſh, old man, that could with folly roam, Ef 
When wiſdom call'd thy feeble age at home!“ — Ny 
* Forbear, my father—oh! theſe tears forbear, M4 
And let me lead thee from this chilling air; ay 

* Yon humble roof's already ſheltered me, WN 

* And waits a kind aſylum now for thee,” — « \þ 

« Lead on!” he cried, © my dear Aurelia lead, | IR 

« While theſe kind friends to fetch our coach precede; 3% 

« "Till they return, it's hoſpitable fane | « 4 

« Muſt fain receive my darling child again :— 4p 
But O! methinks, a ſecret yet I'd know * S] 
« *Tis where Aurelia came from thence to go:“ 8 

« See,” ſaid the maid, with never erring truth, 8 

% My guardian in this ruſtic ſtranger youth * A 

« Sent to, he ſaid, to find thy child by you; | -y 

« O Sir! reward him if the ſame be true.” — * 

« It is!” he cry'd, with ev'ry ſenſe at ſtrife, « W 

« The kind preſerver of Alcanor's life. e W 

« Oh! my Aurelia, if you did but know * Fe 

c What to the poor but gen'rous youth I owe, * Ar 
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« Thy prayers would Join in uniſon with mine, 

« A humble tribute due to friendſhip's ſhrine,” 

“ And ſhall,” ſhe cry'd, “ ſpontaneouſly be giv'n, 
“ And cherubs waft them to the higheſt heav'n.”— 
« Come,” ſaid Alcanor, © ſtranger ſtill attend, 

« My kind protector, and my nobleſt friend; 

« The night's dark ſhade forbid thy feet to roam, 

“ Come, let my roof be, youth, thy welcome home; 
« At leaſt a gueſt within my manſion ſtay, 

« 'Till morn appears to guide thee on thy way.” —- 
1 Sir,” faid Eugenio, « what this day I've done, 
“Thy thanks are due to Heav'n—to me, Sir, none. - 
« Were I by fortune born of your degree, 
And ſuch events were to hefal to me, 

nd to fave, 


« Your gentle nature would e 


« A helpleſs mortal from a ti 


leſs grave. 


„ What then have I than duty bade done more ? 


e Which your approval pays me o'er and o'er. 
« Forgive,” he ſaid, “if, Sir, we here then part, | 
* An aged father clings around my heart ;— 

C 3 * On 
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On me,” he cry'd, * doth ev'ry hope depend 


His ſole reliance, and his only friend: 

« Oh, Sir, my abſence would enhance his grief, 
* And nought but preſence can afford relief.“ 
He paus'd, as fearful he had ſaid too much, 

The while Aurelia, with an artleſs bluſh, 

Cry'd, © Oh! my deareſt father, let him go 


« And eaſe a parent's much afflicted woe.” — 


« He ſhall ;—my child, he ſhall ;” her lord reply'd, 


« And I in future will for both provide. 

* Go, youth,” he ſaid, “ and make thy father bleſt, 
« Huſh ev'ry care, and ſoothe his grief to reſt ; 

« Tell him the noble deeds thy worth has done, 

« And make him happy in his glorious ſon : 
And ſoon as morrow opes it's early dawn, 

te Be thou the welcome herald of the morn ! 

« Wake me from ſleep, if ſlumbers cloſe my eyes; 
* Wake me to view thee with renew'd ſurprize,” — 
He ceas d Eugenio bow'd, and homeward flew, 


With ſuch emotions erſt he never knew; 


The 
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The pleaſing hope, his father's feeble age 


Might find a refuge from ſtern Winter's rage, 
Had ſunk ſo deep within his filial breaſt, 

That nought the fond intruder could diveſt ; 
Nor this idea alone poſſeſs'd his mind, 

A ſofter paſſion yet remain'd behind ; 

The fair Aurelia form'd with ev'ry grace, 
Appear'd a being of celeſtial race ; 

So fair ſhe ſeem'd to what he'd ſeen before, 

He priz'd her much—but priz'd her virtues more,— 
Such were his thoughts, when next to frantic joy, 
The ancient peaſant ſaw his long loſt boy; 
With tend'reſt love he claſp'd his aged fire, 

And told the tale his eyes ſeem'd to enquire ; 
With heart-felt joy the day's adventures told, 


- Nor the leaſt truth did from his ears with-hold, 


This done, again the good old man careſs'd, 


And both in tranſports ſtole to nature's reſt, 


MrANTIME Alcanor, with his ſuite, arriv'd 
At home in ſafety, tho' of health depriv'd: 

The day's fatigue had much diſtreſs'd the ſage, 
Unus'd with ſuch rencounters to engage. 

Scarce hed he reach'd the wiſh'd-for home again, 
A pallid ſhiv'ring ran thro' ev'ry vein; 

Diſeaſe had o'er his frame poſleſſion took, 

And burning ſever thro' his ſyſtem ſhook. 
Aurelia ſaw her father's dire diſeaſe, 

And ſtrong convulſions ev'ry feature ſeize ; 


Scarce leſs conyuls'd the maid in fondneſs preſs'd 


Her yalu'd father to her panting breaſt, 


Then 
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Then gently led him tott"ring to his bed, 
And ifſu'd thouſand bleſſings on his head; 
Herſelf retir'd, to find in vain repoſe, 
No ſleep oblivious calm'd the virgin's woes ; | 
A father's illneſs claim'd her only care, 
For him ſhe offer'd up inceſſant pray'r ; 
Save chance a thought would o'er her mem'ry ſteal, 
And ſtrange ſenſations to her breaſt reveal: 
The paſt adventures of the recent day, 
Within her boſom bore a potent ſway ; 
The gentle ſtranger, tho' of humble birth, 
Appear'd a being of imperial worth ; 
His graceful mien, and unaffetted ſenſe, 
Each timid look that fear'd to give offence, 
And kind compaſſion to her father ſhown, 
When death had nearly mark'd him as his own ; 
And laſt, herſelf a certain witneſs bore, _ 
To virtues which ſhe almoſt cou!d adore : 
Such were the traits that plac'd the youth above 
The fetter'd trammels of a vulgar love. 

en Could 
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Could ſhe deſpiſe him cauſe in abjeR ſtate? 


\ No;—in her mind his abjectneſs was, gfeat. 
The world's proud ſcorn the lofty maid defy'd, 


And could the pride of pomp and poy'r deride. 
Slander could ne'er her ſtrict reſolves controul, 
Or ſhake the ſteady purpoſe of her ſoul, 
Clear and unſpotted as her virgin fame, 


Aurclia's actions knew no fear of ſhame. 


On one grand axle did each motive move, 


Which all admir'd, and none e'er dar'd reprove. 
Abſorb'd in thought the ſleepleſs damſel lay, 

When Sol's bright rays proclaim'd th* approach of day; 
In trembling haſte Aurelia joyleſs roſe, 

And ſought the cauſe that rob'd ber of repoſe ; 

And Heav'n, in pity to the filial fair, 


Had of Alcanor took peculiar care. 


- She heard with joy her lord had ſoundly ſlept, 


While ſhe, ſad maid, was of it's pow'r bereft. 
His hand ſhe preſs'd with tend'reſt look ſincere, 
And ſhed in joy the ſweet and duteous tear : 


And 
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And fearful leſt the fever ſhould prove worſo, 
Reſolv'd to be herſelf his only nurſe. 


She fear'd if others could Alcanor fave, 


Unleſs ſhe ſaw, and ev'ry med'cine gave. 
Each day Eugenio came, a welcome gueſt ! 
' Lov'd by Alcanor of his friends the beſt : 
Whole days the youth would in his preſence ſtay, 
Attend his call, and chat the hours away : 
Enchanting hours! that would unnumber'd glide, 
When love ſat ſmiling by ſweet friendſhip's fide. 
In admiration oft Eugenio hung, 

o catch the accents from Aurelia's tongue. 

ith equal wonder ſhe the ſwain admir'd, 

Smil'd when he ſmil'd, and figh'd when he retir'd. 
Thus, for a time, the tranſient minutes flew, 

Till both enraptur'd of each other grew. 
Each ſaw with Joy Alcanor's health return— 
Each felt a flame they fondly wiſh'd to burn; 
Yet would Aurelia often ſigh alone, 
Conſcious her heart was only half her own» 


Eugenio's 
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Eugenio's abſence gave her poignant grief— 
Eugenio's preſence inſtant gave relief; 
Should chance Aurelia on ſome viſit go, 
Eugenio's heart was plung'd in deepeſt woe; 
Exquiſite torture did his breaſt endure, 

Till the return'd to work the wond'rous cure. 
Not unconcern'd Alcanor ſaw the ſame, 

But knew each breaſt poſſeſs d a mutual flame, 
The kind old lord eſteem'd Eugenio's worth + 
Too much, to ſcorn him cauſe of humble birth. 
Five tedious years he'd loft his faithful wife, 
Once dear companion in this ſtage of life; 
Prolonged age for him had loſt it's charms, 
When dy'd the much lov'd partner of his arms; 
' ?Twas now his wiſh, to ſee Aurelia wed 

Some youth, that honour, and whom virtue ſed ; 
His ample wealth could well for both provide, 
If Fortune's gifts to either were deny'd. 
Confirm'd in this, he tax'd the maid one eve, 


Why oft of late he'd ſeen Aurelia grieve ? 


Did 
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Did aught concern her which he ſhould not know? 
Or did Alcanor cauſe Aurelia's woe? 

In vain the virgin could ſuch love withſtand, 

But veil'd her bluſhes with a father's hand. 

He ſaw her fears, nor would augment her pain, 

But thus continued in pathetic ſtrain 

« Weep not, my child, nor hide my darling face, 

« A father's love ſhall every ſorrow chace. 

« Say, where's Eugenio ?—nay, forbear to ſtart, 

« I know Eugenio doth poſſeſs thy heart; 

« Nor think, my daughter, that I mean to chide, 

« If he's thy choice, by that will I abide.” — 
Oppreſs'd by kindneſs roſe the bluſhing fair, 

And thus her paſſion ventur'd to declare ' 
“When firſt my father gave Eugenio leave 

« To viſit here, and did his fire relieve, 

„Aurelia ſaw the gentle youth attend, 

As came a daughter to a father's friend; 

* But, ah! my lord, when time his virtues prov'd, 


* My boſom told indiff rence was remov'd. 
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* In vain to ſhun him has Aurelia ſtrove, 


« Her heart was wounded, and it's wound was love. 
« And now my father, oh! forgive my ſpeech, 

* And let thy counſel future conduct teach.“ 

In tend'reſt love he claſp'd the charming girl, 
And gently ſtrove each riſing fear to quell, 

This done, Alcanor next Eugenio ſought, 

And found the youth in love's enchantment taught; 
But, ah! what tranſports fill'd the peaſant's heart, 
To hear Alcanor words like theſe impart— 

* Think not, Eugenio, that I came to blame, 

« I know thy paſſion, and admire the ſame; 

c But, oh! the envy of a cens'rious world, 


« Will 'cauſe it's venom gainſt thy breaſt be hurl'd ; 


Nor can thy virtues, which command reſpett, | 


* Thy birth, Eugenio, from it's ſneers protect; 
« But ſay ſincerely, could my boy engage 


« To force the foe amidſt the battle's rage? 


« Say, can thy country rouſe thy ſoul to arms, 


« Renown thee ſoldier, and afford thee charms ? 
« Oh! 
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« Oh! if it can, what tongue ſhall dare exclaim, 
« Againſt the champion of his country's fame! 


« A ſoldier's honour ſhall his name enroll 


« To future ages, and each diſtant pole! 

« Britain ſhall ſmile upon her valiant boy, 

« And old Alcanor call him fon with joy! 
« Sir,” ſaid Eugenio, Heav'n can only know, 
« Oh! with what joy I'd meet my country's foe ! 
c My humble arm ſhould do a ſoldier's deed! 

« And ev'ry finew to renown him bleed ! 

“O! would my king his lowly ſubje& call, 

« For him I'd conquer, or would bravely fall!“ 
« Enough! enough!” the glad Alcanor cry'd, 
« Who'll now my boy, my gallant boy deride ! 
e Yes! my Eugenio ſhall a ſoldier be, 

« And his commiſſion ſhall receive from me : 

« Awhile abroad my valiant boy muſt go, 

e *Tis love commands, and fate ordains it ſo 
* But ſoon as war's proud tournaments ſhall ceaſe, 


“And Britain's flag is furl'd in robes of peace, 


« Return 


6 
1 Return Eugenio to thy native land, 
« Receive my bleſſing, and Aurelia's hand.” 


He ceas'd—and ſoon the promis'd gift perform'd; 


But, ah! what fears Aurelia's boſom ſtorm'd; 
She heard with grief ſhe muſt Eugenio loſe; 
She heard—but dar'd not once the ſame refuſe. 
A father's kindneſs tore her love away, 

A world's vile flander here forbid his ſtay ; 

But love's fond pleadings, with inſidious art, 
Oppos'd his flight, and bade him not depart : 
On fancy's ſhield the many dangers drew, 
Which only war and its attendants knew ; 

But inſtinR, virtue, gainſt theſe-barriers ſtrove, 
Subdu'd her fears, and nobly conquer'd Love. 
She knew the kind intent her father ſway'd, 
And was reſolv'd his will ſhould be obey'd. 


She lov'd her lord, nor would his purpole croſs, 


Altho' Eugenio was the heavy lols—— 


And Hope, fond flatt'rer, ſooth'd the maid's alarms, 


And ſaid, Eugenio yet might fill her arms. 
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That tender flame which ere for him ſhould burn, 
Might be rewarded by his ſafe return. | 
Deluding Hope! how ſweet's thy magic pow'r, 


Till once arrives the ſad ill-fated hour: 


When een thy viſions can no longer pleaſe, 


Or give the mourner's breaſt a moment's eaſe, 
Then is thy name, thy empty name, deſpis'd, 
Too often courted, and too often priz'd! 
Allur'd by thee, the fond Aurelia ſtrov 
'Gainſt ev'ry woe to bear her mind — 


Yes, dear deluder ! for yet dear thou art, 


Thou kind phyſician of the human heart; 


Oh! but for thee no charms could life afford, 
Where ills on ills continually are ſtor'd; | 
But thou, bleſs'd Hope, art ſure the milky way, 
And thy kind mandates all moſt glad obey ; 
Taught by thy counſel trouble to endure, 
Aurelia's boſom felt a tranſient cure ; | 

Ideal proſpetts real woe deceiv'd, 


And what was doubtful, yet ſhe firm believ'd, 
| | | A few 
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A few ſhort weeks the faithful lovers paſs'd 

In joys exquiſite, far too ſweet to laſt, 

The fleeting minutes in delirium flew, 

The fatal period near and nearer grew : 
Diſtracting thoughts at times each boſom tore, 
Forewarn'd the parting, chance to meet no more. 
In vain to check her tears Aurelia ſtrove, 

The taſk was fruitleſs when the fount was love. 
Inſpir'd by thee the youth one ev'ning yd, 

« And will Aurelia be Eugenio's bride ? 

Should battle ſpare him, deareſt charmer ſay, 
Could you, my fair, for poor Eugenio ſtay ? 
Should Fortune proffer, ah ! ſome noble's hand, 
Can'ſt thou, dear maid, the tempting lure withſtand ? 
Say, could thy heart the offer'd gift refule, 
When at thy feet the titled tempter ſues? 

_« Aſk not,” ſhe ſaid, © nor fancied woes bemoan, 
Eugenio know, my heart 1s thine alone : 

Then queſtion not what would Aurelia do, 
But know, her vows are ſacred pledg'd to you.” 


« Forgive !” 


Or te 
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Forgive!” he cry'd, © forgive the dread requeſt, 
My dear Aurelia, now each fear's at reſt.” 
Then grown thus bold, his lips approach'd her cheek, 


The while Love taught him how to act and peak, 


While ſhe all bluſhing turn'd her head aſide, 

And tho' ſhe ſtrove, her heart forbade to chide : 
Thus both im tranſports on each other hung, 

While eyes ſpoke language far too ſweet for tongue. 
Enchanting paſſion either ſoul pofleſs'd, 

And wrapt in bliſs, each ſeem'd ſupremely bleſs'd 3 
But cruel Fate next morn Eugenio bore 

To join his regiment on a foreign ſhore. 

The ſudden mandate bade the ſoldier haſte, 

Nor in fond trifling precious moments waſte. 

The auſpicious wind admitted no delay, 

His king commanded, and he muſt obey. 

O Heav'ns! that day, what were Aurelia's fears? 
Her ſighs how many, and how flow'd her tears ? 

Not e'en a father could her wailings check, 


Or tear the fond one from Eugenio's neck. 
| 8 D 2 Exceſſive 
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Exceſſive ſorrow e en the youth ſubdu'd, 


Who ev'ry att of ſimple childhood ſhew'd. 


His circling arms the yielding maid embrac'd, 
While down his cheeks the tears each other trac d: 
His manly courage could in vain ſuſtain. 

Such aggravated, ſuch o'erbearing pain. 

Superior pow'r at length the ſtruggle broke, 
Which none could hinder, nor could none revoke. 
Almighty Providence the ſcene beheld, 

And ſoon the ſenſes of the fair expell'd ; 

Then out of pity bore the youth away, 

Far from the ſcene where all his treaſures lay : 
But, ah! what phrenzy ſeiz'd the love-ſick maid, 
As dawning ſenſe the beck of life obey'd; 

Her wiſhful eyes Eugenio ſeem'd to call, 

And ſeem'd to aſk, where ſtays my love withal ? 
He will not bene me ſure who loves ſo true, 
Without one tender, oh! one laſt adieu. 

Miſtaken fair, each mute domeſtic told, 


With tears of grief that down each viſage roll'd, 


Their 
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Their lov'd Eugenio, whom did all adore, 


Was chance for ever from Aurelia tore. 

In ſilent anguiſh long the virgin pin'd, 

To love a victim, and to fate reſign'd ; 

For, ah ! not all the kind Alcanor's care 

Could chear the ſpirits of the drooping fair. r 
Too buſy fancy oft the youth pourtray d 

A bleeding victim to ſome rufhan's blade; 

And, ah! deſpair, with teeming miſchief fraught, 
The fatal tidings to Aurelia brought ; 

"Twas, that her love had fought his country's cauſe, 
And dy'd renown'd with glory and applauſe. 

Ah! ſad renown unto Aurelia's ear, 

By that ſhe'd loſt the youth ſhe held moſt dear. 
Poor ſuff*ring innocence, the fatal ſtroke 

The bleeding tendrils of her heart-ſtrings broke ; 


The fault'ring tongue that told Eugenio's death, 


Like foul contagion, ſeal'd Aurelia's breath; 


Sweet breath, that breath'd, in ſympathetic lays, 


Harmonious numbers in Eugenio's praiſe, 
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O may his virtues like, dear maid, thy own, 
Be both accepted where they beſt are known; 
Where angel hoſts the ſtarry regions rend 

In praiſing him who all mankind defend. 

May thy fond loves with him a welcome meet, 
Who views creation from his judgment's ſeat : 
And, ah ! when ſoul meets ſoul in bliſs above, 
The great Omniſcient will reward thy love ; 
In heav'nly bands two conſtant hearts entwine, 
And add the union to his ſacred ſhrine, 


ODE 
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ODE on Tus QUEEN's Bixrn-Dav, 


FEBRUARY th, 1786. 


Har, Britons, hail, the fair auſpicious morn, 
Proclaim afar, ye gentle zephyrs fly; 
The day is come Britannia's queen was born, 


Go chaunt her virtues round the etherial ſky ! 


Deſcend, ye Nine! to earth your courſes wing ; 
Apollo join, and bring the heav'nly lyre: 
And you, the Graces, touch the trembling ſtring, 


'Tis Albion's queen your ardour ſhall inſpire. 


Ye bright celeſtials, grace our Charlatte's birth ; 
Blow ſhrill, ye cherubs! ſwell the trump of fame! 
Haſte, tis your fiſter hails you to the earth, 
Caule ev'ry pole re-echo Charlotte's name. 


D 4 Mercy, 
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Mercy, thou charmer, ſweet endearing maid ! Ma 
Soft Pity, too, attend the fav'rite train ; F 
For fame thy emblems glorious has diſplay'd, WI 
In Charlotte's boſom both ſupremely reign, | 


Aſſembled, form around the royal pair; 
Now Genius add to ſymphony new fire ; 
With ſongs of praiſe impregnate the air, 
Strike ſoft the harp—again—now ſtrike it higher, 
Ambroſia deck'd in odorif'rous ſweets, 


Taint quick around, and ev'ry mill diſpel ; 


With doubled ardour ev'ry boſom beats, 


To bleſs the queen where ev'ry virtue dwell, 


Ye ſeraphs, catch the ſoft expiring ſounds, 
Waft them along the bleſs'd Elyſian grove! 
And while ſweet muſic ev'ry murmur drowns, 


Receive thoſe humble tributes of our love. 


May 


- 
; 
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rn 
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May each new year proclaim our Charlotte's worth, | 
And gentle peace attend her throne ſerene ; . 


While diſtant nations celebrate her birth, 


Each learn to emulate—a Brunſwick's Queen. 
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DRAMATIC ADVICE; 


O R, 


A RECEIPT ron a NEW PLAY. 


Ir fame and ambition is ſought by a play, 

Let an author attend to the voice of the day ; 

No matter if Reaſon forbids not to write, 

Let Fancy deſign, and let Folly indite ; 

Throw Judgment aſide, and give Scandal the reins, 

And as for proud Virtue, n'er trouble the brains: 

Then now for the fable, if any there need, 

To make up a delicate dramatic creed ; 

Let love be the choice, when you build for ſucceſs, 

Be this the main prop where is laid the moſt ſtreſs. 

Tho' my lady's advanc'd in th' tablet of age, 

She retains the dear thought that ſhe ſtill can engage; 
And, 


s, 


age; 


And, 
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And, oh! the dear miſs, you ne'er can offend her, 
Nor doubt that ſhe'll bluſh at a double entendre; 
For a dear little bauble, the flutt'ring fan, 

Can hide a ſweet face from the creature call'd man, 
Should her boſom betray a tender deſire, 

The rebe! can cool and allay the ſoft fire. 

Whether tragic or comic you dare to engage, 

Let the hero or lady be equal in rage; 

When frantic and wild, daſh a fart in between, 
And looks full of phrenzy will heighten the ſcene ; 
This is certain to draw applauſe from above, 

For gods are een partial to mortals in love; 

Then bring them to ſenſe by a mutual embrace, 
And a pauſe with an ok !—goes off with a grace: 
Then ſeek th' performers where abilities ſhine, 
Whoſe powers can make almoſt nothing divine. 

For figure and gait, endeavour for Palmer, 

The ladies have long proclaim'd him a charmer. Eo 
Next Lewis, or Smith, Holman, Cambray, or Pope, 
Can vary the paſſions, and give them their ſcope. 


Have 
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Have beauty, be ſure, to adorn all the belles 


Chuſe Farren at one houſe, at t'other have Wells; 


Then Inchbald and Crouch, or frolickſome Martyr, 


They each can enſure a ſtar and a garter, 

With forces like theſe, dare the critics rebel ? 
No !—beauty's ſweet magic their darts can repel : 
When this is compleat, compound them together, 
And ſcrawl and addreſs by the help of a feather ; 
Direct all the points by inviſible art, 

To uſher a bluſh, or to flutter the heart. 

Matilda will ſeign that tis monſtrous amiſs, 

And wonder Lord Jemmy attempts not to hiſs; 
My lord begs her pardon for being ſo mute, 
And ſeals up her lips by a tender ſalute: 

Again he attempts, when her eyes ſays he may, 


And in raptures they clap ev'ry act of the play. 


Laſt, with orders be ſure the houſe is well cramm'd, 


And fifty to one that the piece is not damn'd, 
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Drsroric tyrant, cruel, inſincere, 

At heart a coward, deſperate thro' fear; 

Thy breaſt too callous mercy e'er to know, 
Accus'd thee ſavage, nature's mortal foe ; 

Een the poor Indians, victims of thy breath, 
Wept for thy crimes, more horrible chan death ; 
While hapleſs thouſands wail thy fatal birth, 
And curſe the hour that gave thee to the earth. 
But, ah! thy God offended ſaw thee fell, 


And hurl'd thee miſcreant to the realms of hell ;— 


Yet 
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Yet may'ſt thou find that mercy you deny d 


The injur'd Britons—when for mercy cry'd ;— 2 
May that great God thy ſentence mitigate, 4 
alt 


Whoſe pow'r's unlimited—whoſe word is fate. 
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The Simplicity of the following affefling Tale may, per- 
haps, make Amends for the Lowneſs of the Subject; and, 
at the ſame Time, not prove diſagreeable to many who 
are real Chriſtians in the Cauſe of Humanity. ' 


———— — — 


Tus FAITHFUL NE GR O: 


AN ELEGIAC FRAGMENT. 


— — CC 


An me! poor ſlave, hard is my cruel fate, 

Me wiſh no one in my unhappy ſtate ; 

Tho” born to ſlav'ry, once me knew no care, 

Good maſſa liked me, and me ſerv'd him fair; 

Me roſe each morn, and work'd each day with glee, 
No Indian boy ſo happy then as me; + af 
But, ah ! one day, new negroes maſſa bought, 


One pretty girl, not of the meaner ſort, 


Caught 


(56 ) 


Caught my poor heart with ſomething me don't know; 


Pat, pat, it went, the while my cheeks did glow ; 
Ah! what, me cried, can this here flutter mean, 
And often tried my inward pain to ſcreen ; 

For if I &er beheld my Sadra's eyes, 

Me felt a ſomething in my boſom rife ; 

I forc'd it down, but, ah! it would not ſtay, 
For Mangar's peace was gone too far aſtray. 

At laſt, worn out with care, fatigue, and grief, 
From death alone I hop'd to find relief; 

When Sadra, faithful, ſoft, and tender maid, 
One morning came to bring poor Mangar aid: 
« Here Mangar, here, this cordial you muſt take, 
"Tis made by Sadra, drink it for her ſake.” 
With eager haſte I ſnatch'd the precious bowl, 
And drank the balm of comfort to my ſoul. 
Then e'er I tank'd, ſhe heav'd a gentle ſigh, 
And in ſoft pity made this kind reply : 

« Tink not, young Mangar, me do you diſdain, 


Nor tink me am a ſtranger to your pain ; 


No, 


W ; 


No, 


( 67 ) 


„No; me with grief have feen your health decay, 


And oft in ſecret for you me do pray. 

Believe me, Mangar, me do tell you truth, 

« Me like you more than all the negro youth; 
« Your gentle manners, and your pleaſing air, 

« In Sadra's boſom long have triumph'd there: 

« More would I ſay, but Sadra fain would know, 

« From Mangar's ſelf, the cauſe of Mangar's woe.” 
She ceas'd to ſpeak, then ſilent gaz'd around, 

While from each eye her tears bedew'd the ground. 


f © Aſk not,” ſaid Mangar, * aſk not Sadra why, 


« Ere Sadra grieve, O Sun! let Mangar dies 
Forgive me, Sadra, me no more complain, 
Nor dare to give thy tender boſom pain; 
“ And yet forgive, if Mangar ſhould impart 
To Sadra all the ſecrets of his heart: 
“ Know then, dear maid, in vain has Mangar ſtrove 
* To conquer Sadra, and to conquer love; 
* Oft have I wiſh'd to be a negro free, 
* To fly with Sadra o'er the raging ſea. 
| E “Again, 
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* Again, how oft has Mangar dard to crave - 
© To be alone the gentle Sadra's flave ? 

.* And now doth Mangar only wiſh for life, 
« To call his Sadra by the name of wife.” 
Thus ſaid the ſlave, then languid hung his head, 
Fatigu'd he ſunk upon his mattock bed. 
The tender Sadra mov'd, then made a ſtand, 
Next to her lips convey'd his trembling hand— 
« Live Mangar, live—and, oh! may Sadra prove 
Worthy herſelf, and worthy Mangar's love!“ 
The grateful Indian ſnatch'd her to his breaſt, 
And in the man the lover ſtood confeſs'd. 
Soon did the youth his wonted ſtrength regain, 
And join'd the dance with Sadra on the plain ; 

For ſcarce two moons their uſual courſe had run, 
The gen'rous maſter join'd the two in one. 
Two years had Mangar wed his faithful bride, 
When Death he call'd, the good old maſter dy'd; 
The honeſt black his woolly hair did rend, 
For with a maſter Mangar loſt a friend ; 


Bending 
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Bending his body o'er the mournful bier, 
Paid the laſt tribute of a grateful tear. 

A new ſucceſſor now began to reign, 

And took poſſeſhon of the Indian plain; 

But, ah! how far unlike the late old chief, 

The haughty tyrant fill'd each heart with grief; 
Pride and ambition now their entrance found, 
And deſolation ſpread new terrors round; 

Half of the part of the poor negro crew, 

Were ſold for pleaſure, to give place to new. 
But, ah! my pen muſt now the tale unfold, 
The ſoft, the gentle Sadra ſhe was ſold. 

« Dear maſla, maſſa!” cried the wretched ſlave, 
* O ſell me, maſſa, but my Sadra ſave! 

What's all the world to Mangar like theſe charms?” 
Then inſtant claſp'd her in his faithful arms. 
Her tender feelings could not ſtand the teſt, 


But ſwooning, ſunk upon her Indian's breaſt ; 
Th' aſtoniſh'd ſlave was ſtruck with dread ſurprize, 
Firſt view'd the girl, next rais'd to heay'n his eyes; 

E 2 | His 
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\ His quiv'ring lips attempted to expreſs, 
In vain the anguiſh of his deep diftreſs ; 


Great Sun! aſſiſt my ſorrows help to quell. 


He reel'd—he ſtagger d and together fell. 

With unconcern ſtood by the callous chief, 

And ſaw them lock'd in fell deſpair and grief; 
For inſtant calling to the ſavage crew, 

Gave the command to bear them from his view. 
* Take hence the girl, unto the ſhip convey ; 
But tell the negro I require his ſtay.” 

Quick from his arms the ſenſeleſs maid they tore, 
And dragg'd her ſtraightway to the bleaky ſhore ; 
The ready ſhip receiv'd its victim hoſt, 

Spread her broad ſails, and left the Indian coaſt. 
Nature the ſlave his ſenſes did reſtore, 


He gaz'd around, but Sadra was no more ; 


Then wildly ſtarting ſearch'd each crevice round, 


And frantic daſh'd his body to the ground. 


« Ah Sun!” he cry'd, “me mind not whip or chain, 


To what me feel within my aching brain; 


\ 
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And have they ſent my Sadra then away ? 
And do they tink that Mangar here will ſtay ? 

- No ;—come forth knife, thy kind affiſtance lend, 
And prove, for once, the negro's only friend. 
Me come, my Sadra !—world me bid adieu— 
Tho' maſſa's falſe, yet Mangar he is true.” — 
Scarce had the negro theſe few words expreſs'd, 
But plung'd the fatal ſteel into his breaſt :— 

“ *Tis done, my Sadra!—yes, the deed is o'er, 

Now, now, we'll meet—we'll meet to part no more! 
The fainting negro, languid, ſmil'd and ligh'd, 

And naming Sadra—bow'd him down and died. 
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OwEET Pope! how would thy ardent boſom glow, 
Did'ſ thou remain to ſing a Howard's praiſe ! 
How tender would thy plaintive numbers flow ! 


The glorious theme would elevate thy lays. 


But Lettſom lives to ſee his ſtatue riſe, 
Who ſympathizing feels a Howard's flame, 
And deems humanity the darling prize, 


Which muſt to ages conſecrate their fame, 


Pathetic 
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Pathetic Lettſom! many a liſping babe 
Shall bleſs the man who kindly gave it life; 
Who ſnatch'd its mother from a“ wat'ry grave, 
And to a huſband gave a new- born vife. 
If deeds like theſe may merit Chriſtian loye, 


Record them, angels, in the realms above. 


* Dr. Lettſom was one of the firſt promoters of that benevolent in- 
ſtitution the Humane Society. To deſcribe the many amiable virtues 
of the Doctor, would require the pen of a Milton, 
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WRITTEN ON A REPORT OF 
General ELLIOTT's leaving GIBRALTAR, a 
in Mar 1786. F 
Thy 
Comer Elliott, come, the trump reſounds! Wit 
Receive your well-earn'd praiſe ; F 
Whoſe name Britannia's foes confounds, Tw 
And deeds— the world amaze! * 


Superior to each pow'r combin'd, 
Brave ſoldier, leave thy rock; 

Waft, waft him home, propitious wind! 
Whoſe ſoul no fears could ſhock. 


Come, 
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Come, Elliott, come! Bellona fighs ! 4 
And waits to crown her ſon; 
Come! valiant hero, Honour cries, 


Thy glorious taſk is done! 


Your bold atchievements princes ſaw ow 
With wonder—and admir'd ! SY 


Thy thunder ſtruck their ſouls with awe, 


AR, 


And even foes inſpir'd. 


With you they dar'd—but dar'd in vain, 
For victory they ſtrove ; 
Twas Elliott's taſk the prize to gain— 


"Twas granted him above. 


4 
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Go, ſweet rehever, Julia cry'd, 
To yonder myrtle grove; 

And near the riv'let's moſly fide, 
Perhaps you'll find my love. 


If huſh'd in nature's gentle fleep 
The blooming youth you find, 
Attend, and watchful o'er him keep, 
And ſhade him from the wind. 


And ſhould he heave a kindred ſigh, 
Expreſſive of his pain, 
Then ſoſtly whiſper this reply, 


« That Julia loves again.” 
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But ſhould he name ſome other fair, 
I charge you, inſtant fly; 

Tell him, I hope—and yet deſpair— 
Tell him, for love I die. 


CY 
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Muſical Entertainment of the Agreeable Surprize. 


| W urn Flora heard of Cowſlip's fame, 
The jealous goddeſs bluſh'd for ſhame :— 

* Who dares,” ſhe cry'd, © vindictive own, 
An earthly fair uſurps my throne!“ 

« Deſcend,” ſaid Pallas, with a ſmile, 

* With me deſcend to Britain's ifle, 

Where joyous ſhall my ſiſter ſee - 
The ruſtic nymph—Simplicity.” 


She 
* 
No! 
Whe 
But 
Tha 
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She came—ſhe law and pleas d, ſhe cry'd, 


* Yes—IWells is Nature's rural pride. 


No more TI chide the lovely girl, 


\ Who atts ſweet innocence ſo well; 
But ſign in heav'n the fix'd decree, 
- I P 
5 That Wells on earth ſhall reign ſor me.“ 
e. 
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An ! ſoft wanton zephyrs ſoft blow, 
On th' bank is Miranda reclin'd ; 

Diſturb not thoſe hillocks of ſnow, 
Which alternate riſe with the wind, 


Diſtil from each fragrant flower, 
The ſweets which your breath can impart; 
And Love, let her feel thy ſoft pow'r, 


But cautiouſly wound with thy dart. 


Be certain you ſtrike not too deep, 
Nor give her fair boſom a pain; 
And, ah! when awaken'd from ſleep, 

For pity ſhe'll love you again. 


Then 
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Then Love, grant a ſhepherd's requeſt, 
The gods will approve the decree ; 
O make thy petitioner bleſt, 
And transfer that pity to me. 


OCCA- 
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In the Month of January 1786. 
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| On Fate! where was thy mighty arm, 
When beauty call'd thy aid ? 
Oh! Neptune! was thy potent charm, 


Myſterious by thee laid ? 
| Each 
Perhaps your eyes with ſavage joy To 
Saw Occan ſwell around, The o 
Bade waiting ſyrens quick deſtroy, Anc 


And bring the Halſewell down. 
Ah, 


Ah, 
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Ah, yes! the fatal morn was dark, 
The miſty ſnow thick fell; | 
The gale encreas'd, her planks they ſtart, 
Diſtraction round did yell, 
She mounts, ſhe mounts the ocean high, 
Ah! down again ſhe's roll'd ; 
Alas ! fix feet's the dreadful cry, 
Of water in the hold. 


A pleaſing fight deludes their eyes, 
Once more they view the land; 
But, ah! 'twas death in dark diſguiſe, 

With fell deſpair at hand, 


Each heart receives a tranſient beam 
To reach the fatal ſhore; 

The only anchor meets the ſtream, 
And Hope can charm no more. 


F 


Now 


Now Ocean glut thy favage breaſt, alt ente Son 

. Spread wide thy watery tomb; CORAL I 
See death in various forms is dreſt, 13 Wh 

To cram thy rav'nous womb. 388 F 

The father ſoothes his child's alarms, 112 3 
They cling around his waiſt, FOOL 1 

And, lock d in his paternal arms, | | Ee 
Receive his laſt embrace. 55 

The gallant tars, unknown to ſhrink, | The 
Support the trembling fair; N 3 

Tho' death ſtands gaping on the brink a 
Sends up for them a pray r. 5 1 

The maſts are gone their cries are ain - | Pay 

i They feel the dreadful ſhock; 1 
She finks—ſhe riſes once again | Anc 
She ſplits upon a rock! 2 7% * 
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Some few now climb the rugged ſteep, 


Deep ſtain d with human blood; 
While ſome too feeble up to creep, 
Fell back, and met the flood. 


No help!” the veteran Pearce cry'd, 


The num'rous tongues ſaid “ None !” 
E'en Neptune's hoary ſelf reply'd, 
« The mighty work's near done.” 


The deep extends its jaws awide, 
The tempeſt loud doth roar ; 
All help the merc'leſs winds deny'd, , 

The Halſewell is no more! 


Pay one ſweet tear, ye lovely girls, 
That hear your ſiſters fate: 

And while your boſoms pity ſwells, 
May ſafety round you wait. 


F 2 


Ye 
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ve gen'rous Brito ns! you will ſhed et 
A tear to Beauty's ſhrine; - &@ 3 6692 > By 
And long lament your brothers dead, 
For ſoft compaſſion's thine. 1.94 
at TR 
— ——@— ——:— 
Es, Ir. 
An 
Thy « 
Sy Do 
For n 
An 
VERSES While 


To 


en 
„ RGA 
'# 


ADDRESSED TO THE 
AUT 060 
'OF THE 


TRIUMPH or BENEVOLENCE. 
Om ——— ... —— - 


Ir * muſic's charms can bend the knotted oak,” 
And ſoothe to rapture een the ſavage ſoul ; 

Thy charm, Oppreſſon—yes—thy charm is broke, 
Down to thy hell—impetuous fiend roll. 


For now Benevolence ſtrikes th' heav'nly lyre, 
And meek-ey'd Vittue re-aſcends her throne ; 
While each ſoft boſom pants with fond deſire, 


To vent a flame congenial with thy own. 


F 3 A flame 


Em) 
A flame inſpir'd by, ah! no venal cauſe, 
But deeds that beam refulgent to the view ; 
Tis Nature diftates—man aſſerts her laws, 
Conſigned to many but perform'd by few. 


'Tis not thy name can grace the envy d verſe 
That manly pleads Compaſſion's cauſe ſublime; 


Sent 


Ages ſhall oft the glowing theme rehearſe, 
And future poets imitate from thine, 


ODE 
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O , 
ADDRESSED TO 


AK 


Sent by a GznTLEMAN at a Lapy's Requeſt, as an 


Ornament for her Boſom. 


Go, dull inſenſate, go and reſt 
Where no rude hand has vilely preſs'd ; 
Go tend, fince Mira wills it ſo, 
The charms whoſe pow'r you ne'er can knoy : 
Be thou the jailor of thoſe hills, 
Which ev'ry balmy ſweet diſtils, 
Go, envied bauble, be careſs'd 
On Mira's fair angelic breaſt ; 
F 4 


Go, 


* 


\ 


WA 


Go, guard the alabaſter rock, 
Let no rude hands the folds unlock ; 


Keep cloſe from ev'ry prying eye 


The twins emotion, low or high ; 
From ev'ry bleak and chilling guſt, 
Secure from harm thy ſacred truſt ; 
Nor e'en let wanton zephyrs blow, 


On living hills of mountain ſnow; 


But moſt I charge you (if you can) 


Protect them from the tyrant man. 


But, ah! the caution cannot bind, © 


You ne'er can bar the virgin's mind; 
That lock is form'd by Heav'n's decree, 
Never to ope to—earthly key ; 

Too great to bear a vile controul, 

It beats in union with the ſoul; 

Try then if e' er thou hadſt the art, 

To ope the tender Mira's heart; 

Yet uſe not force but gently try 


To urge the fair one to comply ; 


For 


For 
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For know, tis Mira's ſelf muſt give 


The doom that bids me die—or live. 
Then haſte reveal Love's gentle wiſhes, 
And give my fair a thouſand kiſſes ; 
And, ah! as ſighs will ſometimes ſteal, 
And ſpeak what love wou'd fain conceal, 
Inſpett her eyes—if they diſcloſe 
From whence the dear intruders roſe. 


But, trifler, hence—thou canſt not ſee, 


mins ſhe ſighs for me. 
Oh! could fond anticipation 
. tranſmigration, 


Thy ſhape how inſtant I'd polleſs, 
And taſte thoſe joys you can't expreſs ; 


Then would I, by attentive care, 


Deſerve the love that plac'd me where—— 


On earth—'tis paradiſe to reſt, 


Entranc'd on Mira's ſnowy breaſt. 


Pd 


MATILDA. 
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An ! poor Matilda, cou'd thy fate, 
But reach the fickle fair, 


Whom tranſient pomp and fortune wait, 


Mere phantoms, light as air, 


Perhaps a tear they'd willing pay 


Of pity, ere they doom'd | | Te 
Too harſh a 3 on thy clay, AA From 
For ſweeter flow'r ne'er bloom'd. So 
The fame of fair Matilda's charms | The 
The lofty dome has rung ; Fo 
And while they courted to their arms, Serve 
Thy praiſe has nobles ſung. | To 


By 


(. 35 ) 
By/flatt'ry lull'd, by peers careſs'd 
How ſwift the minutes flew; _ 
In various forms was pleaſure drefs'd, 
To wait a while on you. 
But ſcarce thoſe blooming charms enjoy'd, 
Too ſoon Matilda won ; | 
The banquet o'er, the rake is cloy'd, 


Reflection charms has none. 


Now caſt afide a loathſome weed, 
To walk the dreary ſtreet ; 

From whence the curſe, one fatal deed, 
Soon ev'ry other greet. 


The dazzling jewels ſav'd in pow'r, 
For virtue's price—how ſmall 
Serves but to ſuffice for an hour 


To ſuccour Nature's call. 


6 
The down forſakes her tender limbs 
Matilda's once low d gueſt; 
The chilling blaſt her bright eyes dims, 


The loves ſhone once confeſt, 


The driven ſnows, the falling rains, 
And winter's piercing winds, 
Matilda feels, nor once complains, 


For friends are fled, ſhe finds. 725 


Thoſe friends whom once her gen'rous heart, 


For choiceſt viands ſpreads ; 


Now bids the wand'ring wretch depart, 
Nor grants one night a bed. | | Be 


Expos'd to ev'ry ruffian's will, 
To ev'ry brute's embrace, 

Diſcas'd, poſſeſs d with ev'ry ill, 
Was poor Matilda's caſe ! 


She 


She 
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She ſought to find the ſad retreat 
An empty room cou'd give; 
Without a friend Oh! hard to ſpeak, 


To bid the mourner live. 


A bed of ſtraw Matilda found, 

Then laid her down and ſigh'd; 
And while her tears bedew'd the ground, 
My God!” ſhe ſaid, and died: | | 


Too true's the tale the Muſe has told, 
Her name ſhe muſt forbear ; | ' 
And while her fate's by all condol'd, | 
Be warn'd by her, ye fair! | 


INIT R. 
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INTRODUCTORY. ADDRESS 
I aw | 
FIRST APPEARANCE 
| n 
Miſs DAVIES, at the Haymarket Theatre, 
Jo rr 28th, 1786, 
„ ES of Amelia, in the Engliſh Merchant. 


Spoken by Mr. BANNISTER, Jun, 


— — em enrennnrnnn—_— 


Happy the bard, the drama muſt confeſs, 
Who firſt converted prologues to addreſs ; 
And found the way to charm the critic fury, 
By gentle ſupplication to the jury: 
Thus when ſome Richard burns with tragic rage, 
Or mad Ophelia pants to tread the ſtage ; + 
| Thanks 


88 


re, 


hant. 


Thanks 
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Thanks to the mode - and writers only know i, 

Their dulneſs is preceded by the poet; 

And crimſon bluſhes, ftarts, and trembling fears, 

Are partly huſh'd ere “ Sir or ma'am” appears; 

But why o'er reaſon ſhould our fears prevail, 

Where Mercy reigns, and Juſtice holds the ſcale ? 

From this kind foil, made moiſt by Candour's dew, 

Your Edwin came, and caught his fame from you. 

Here—with each pow'r to fill the changeful ſcene, 

To court the Comic or the Tragic Gen- 

Here, on theſe boards, poor Henderſon firſt roſe, 

Yet felt the fear that genius had its foes; 

You ſaw the man, approv'd the attor's claim, 

And ſtamp'd the ſignature that grac'd his name. 

Here natural Wells and Farren own their birth, 

And drew from you the wreath that crowns their worth. 

To night a female ventures here to tread, | 

With all her imperfections on her head ;” 

Tis Cowſlip's hiſter——who will be ſevere ? 

Who blaſt the bud, his foſt'ring breath might rear? 
(To 


(CM) 


; (To the Galleries.) 
Ye critic Lingos, there enthron'd on high, 


What you can grant to ladies, ne'er deny. 


| | | ( To the Pit.) 
This aweful box, where legal jurors fit, 


Sworn and impanell'd to preſide o'er wit; 


To truſt your candour let no female rue, 


But prove yourſelves in deed—good men and true. 


| ( To the Boxes. ) 
While in this circle, our fair judges here 


As counſel for the priſoner appear ; 


Soften the rigours of the legiſlature, 


And ſhew there's no good judge without good-nature. « Pre 


689 
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O R, | 
Taz FAIREST or Tux FAIR. 


Youn G Raymond late a bracelet found, 
On Pleaſure's light and airy ground; | 
And thus its motto did declare, 

re. « Preſent the Faireſt of the Fair.” 


The youth in rapture flew to find 
The fair whoſe heart diſplay d her mind, 
Reſoly'd the maid the prize ſhould gain, 


Who could the motto clear explain. 


The | G Belinda 


( 90 ) 
Belinda claim'd the prize her due, 


For virtues which ſhe never knew; 
And prudiſh Chloe, form'd by pride, | 
Deſpis'd it, ogled, ſneer'd, and ſigh'd! 


Coquet Marian, deck'd in ſmiles, . 
Spreads around her various wiles; 
But coy Miranda, prim demure, 


Attempts to ſcorn a gift ſo poor. 


But ſee a lovely maid appears, 
Tis bluſhing Julia, clad in fears, 
Trembling like the fluttering dove, 


Born to captivate—born to love. 


Ah! youth beware, in ambuſh lies 
A thouſand darts in Julia's eyes; 
And fain ſhe'd urge her modeſt plea, 
But that was Raymond left for thee. 


699) 


The youth, with cautious nice preciſion, 
Ks 1 each, and makes deciſion ; 
Directed by great Nature's voice, 
Submiſſive bow'd, and made his choice : 


permit me, Julia!” Raymond cried, \ | 
(And on her arm the bracelet tied) 
For Virtue, fair one, bids thee wear \ 
This gift—as © Faireſt of the Fair . 


G 2 VERSES 
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| 8 8 3 
9 51g 0 3 Whe 
ADDRESSED: TO B 
An amiable YOUNG LADY, 
| | | . Ther 
ON HER Bu 
Expreſſing a DESIRE to take the VEIL, 7 
— 

| Say, 
DisLoDGE, fweet fair! the melancholy gueſt, W 
That dares intrude where heav'nly virtues dwell; Say, 
Let not deluſion reach thy tender breaſt, | To 

Ill form'd to bear what Jeſuits falſely tell. 
Forbi 
Weigh well each hardſhip muſt the maid endure Ur, 
When once is took the ne'er revoking veil ; Fearf, 
Loſt to the world, to ev'ry friend obſcure, An 


Where ſighs do penance to the midnight gale. 
Say, 


( 9g } 
Say, canſt thou leave each ſcene of fond delight, 


To live immers by within the cloyſter's gloom ; 
Where no kind parent chears the mourner's fight, 


But ſome dread abbeſs fills a mother's room ? 


Then ſhould a thought to former ſcenes return ; 
But, ah! how fruitleſs—then too late, how vain! 
Some monk auſtere the fond idea might ſpurn, 


And only pity by inflicting pain. 


Say, has auſterity ſuch potent charms 
9 Within the confines of a diſmal cave ? 
I; Say, would thou fly Religion's ſacred arms, 


To ſeek her ſhadow in a convent's grave ? 


Forbid the thought, Religion ! Nature cries, 
Urg'd by ſome dæmon from his dark abode ; 
Fearful an angel ſhould aſcend the ſkies, 


And live enthron'd with an omniſcient God. 
U 


G 3 SONNET. 


SHEPHERD's COMPLAINT. 


Sweet birds that inhabit my trees, 
Melodious heralds of morn ; 


No more can your harmony pleaſe, 


Since Phillida's left me forlorn. 


You ſaw yeſter eve in the grove, 
Sweet bluſhes vermillion'd her cheek ; 
You heard her approve of my love, 


And vow ſhe'd be mine in a week, 


(. 9s ) 


Ye minſtrels, ſhe's falſe as the wind, 
She's fled to a far richer wain. 

Yet tho* ſhe has prov'd ſo unkind, 
Love bids me in filence complain; 

While Hope, with a tender concern, 


Says, Phillida yet may return. 
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10 B E N AND K A T E, 
Or INVE RMA x: 

A MUSICAL DIALOGUE, 


>| > ———oo—o—n —  ___—_— 


B E N. 


0 F AREWELL, ſweet Kate!“ the ſailor cry'd, 
« War calls your Ben away; 
© When peace returns I'll make my bride 


6e Sweet Kate of Invermay.” 


. 


« Farewell, my Ben!” fair Kate reply'd, 


et Since honour wills it ſo; 


« May angels o'er thy fate preſide, 


cc And ſhield thee from each foe.” 40 


( 97) 
B E N. 


« J thank thee, love and now no fear 
« Can reach thy ſailor's heart; 
„Save only one, my beauteous dear) 


« 'Tis Kate, we now muſt part.“ 
KA 350 


* Far be't from me to bid thee ſtay, 
« When battle calls to arms! 
„ Britannia bids thee, Ben away, 


« Quell Albion's dread alarms.” 
BE No 
* She doth !—but muſt I leave my Kate 


* Without one parting kiſs; 
* Forbid it Heav'n !—forbid it fate! 


* Take this—and this—and this.” 


COR nn wy — 
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She preſs'd her balmy lips to his, 
, And took a fond adieu; | 
He flies, returns, and crowns their bliſs, - 


Serves love, and honour too. 


- 


Sweet fair, ne'er check the gallant youth, | 


When honour calls away ; 


So ſhall your love's be crown'd with truth, 


Like thoſe of Invermay, 


THE 


( 99 ) 


SYMPATHIZING SIGH: 


Written in Conſequence of ſome Verſes written by a 
Friend, entitled, 


* The Sympathizing Tear.” 


- Say, what is F riendſhip, but a name,” 
When friend can ne'er on friend rely ? 
"Tis chaos, built on airy fame, 


That wants the Sympathizing Sigh ! 


I hate the fiend, whoſe vaulted praiſe 

Can proffer all, yet all deny; 

E. Whoſe deeds diſſimulation ſways, 
And | feigns the Sympathizing Sigh, 


(- 100 ) 


But he who ſcorns the mean deceit, 
And ſheds a tear when $rrow's by, 
His friendſhip 1s ſupremely ſweet, 
And ſweet's the Sympathizing Sigh. 


1 love the noble-minded girl, 
| Whoſe boſom heaves, yet knows not why! 
Whoſe pride ne'er checks the downy ſwell, 
Nor ſtems the Sympathizing Sigh. 


Like you, my friend, I hate the love 
That ſpurns diſtreſs when mis'ry's near; 
Whoſe torpid views can ſoar above 


The humble Sympathizing Tear. 


And ſhould my friend and fair one vie, 
Who moſt deſpondency could chear! 
From him, I'd claim the friendly figh— 


From her, the Sympathizing Tear. 


No 


To 


60 


No greater treaſures would I crave, 
Should Heavy'n my wiſhes thus ſupply ; 
To ev'ry tear which friendſhip gave, 
I'd add the Sympathizing Sigh. 
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EE 8. 8... 
OCCASIONED BY THE 
PERUSAL or 22 POEMS 

o F 


INN YEARSELEY, 


The MiL.xwoman of Clifton, near Briſtol. 


—— — — — 


O THOU, whoſe pow'r ſurpaſs the bounds of praiſe, 
Omniſcient Being, heav'n's eternal King! 
Who can'ſt, from void and impotent nothing, raiſe 


The meaneſt worm—thy mightieſt deeds to ſing, 


Unlearn'd, untaught, in Education's page, 
The humble ruſtic pin'd awhile unknown; 


"Till thou, Infinite, didſt her cauſe engage, 


And form'd ideas—to magnify thy own, 
Faſhion'd 
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Faſhion'd each thought with ſupernat'ral ſenſe, 
And * Fancy bade“ with heav'nly ardour glow; 
Then deign to accept th' grateful recompence, 


The hymn of praiſe—'tis all ſhe can beſtow. 


Illumin'd Vearlley, whoſe prolific mind 
Teems with Imagination's nobleſt flights ; 
Around thy head be bloomleſs laurels twin'd, 


Serene thy days, and joyous be thy nights. 


Long may ſweet Inſpiration fire thy breaſt, 
And future lays illuſtrious Virtue tend; 
Lays that in lofty flowing numbers dreſs'd, 


Have prov'd thee Nature's univerſal friend. 


What tho” no pedigree thy name enrol, 


Briſtol ſhall long its rural winſtrel hail ; 


While Fame records her to each diſtant pole, 
The admir'd poetreſs of Cl;/ton Dale. 


(9). © 


FF 


On ſeeing Mrs. CROUCH in the Character of 
LAauRETTE, in Richard Ceur de Lion. 


% 
— — —— 


To baniſh dull care, and alleviate pain, 
Sweet Crouch ventures forth in Thalia's gay train; 
Perſuaſion's ſoft, pow'r een beams in her face, 


Each ſmile has a charm, and each motion a grace; 
Vet, gaze not too long on Laurette's bright eyes, 


Whoſe luſtre the diamond's illuſion deſpiſe ; 

But gaze on the virtues that ſpring from her ſoul, 
And Modeſty's bluſh, that encircles the whole; 
Then Scandal's fell venom muſt inſtant expire, 


And Chaſtity own whom the world can admire. 


S 0 N G. 


DYING THRUS B. 


Set to MUSIC by Mr. HOOK, 


A Dy1ixG thruſh young Edwy found, 
As flutt'ring in a field of ſnow ; 

Its little wings with ice were bound, 
Awhile its heart forgot to glow; 

In eager haſte he homeward ran, 
The quiv'ring charge to me reſign'd ; 

„Oh fave it, Celia! if you can, 


Protect it from the wint'ry wind.” 


H 
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My boſom preſs'd the trembling thing, 
And bade its little pris'ner live; 
But, ah! that boſom felt a ſting 


The panting warbler ne'er could give; 


With ſweet concern young Edwy cry'd, 
« Can Celia fave the tender thruſh ?” 


Perhaps, I ſaid—and fooliſh ſigh'd, N A 
Which ſhame converted to a bluſh. A 

| The 

He cry'd, « my Celia, why that ſigh ? T 


And why that bluſh ?—the bird is free ;— 


But pity beams in Celia's eye, In v 
Ah! let it fair one beam on me !” N 
My heart approv'd his pleaſing claim, The 


Tho' fain to hide the rebel ſtrove; | Fl 
For pity bore a dearer name, 


Twas now converted into love ! You! 


JESSEYs 


ö 
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JESSEY's FAIR. 


A PASTORAL 


—_ 


— — —  — — 


A WAN rox kid from Delia ſtray'd, 
A beauteous nymph of peerleſs mien, 
The friſking wand'rer left the maid 


To mourn its loſs on Jeſley's green. 


In vain ſhe cry'd, © My lamb return, 
Nor fly, my kid, thou know'ſt not woe 
The trifler, with a loſt concern, 


Fled ev'ry plaint of Jefley's fair. 


Young Damon heard her plaintive cries, 


And hurt to ſee the virgin weep, 
To ſeek her lamb, like lightning flies, 


O'er woodlands, dales, and mountains ſteep. 
H 2 Ah, 
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Ah, hapleſs victim —breathleſ cold, 
A se finds his Delia's fleecy care; 
Her kid had down a ſummit roll'd, 
Ere far he d fled from Jeſſey's fair. 


Her lamb, her fav'rite lamb, no more 
Could play its little gambols round; 

Its num'rous tricks, alas! were o'er, 
And, ah! its death—its folly found. 


A tear ſtood trembling in his eye, 
As Damon told her lambkin's fate, 
Which Delia's handkerchief would dry, | 
| Expreſſive of her love-lick ſtate. 


She lov'd the youth whoſe tender brealt 

Could make another's grief his own ; 
Nor did ſhe wiſh that love ſuppreſs'd, 

But fondly ſtrove to make it known. 


The 


( 109 ) 


The faithful Damon ne'er would rove, 
But where his Delia chanc'd to ſtray; 

Too happy if his loye could prove, 
How fond—how willing—to obey. 


The happy moment now arriv'd, 
She bade the youth “ no more deſpair, 
„For Damon, who her lamb ſurviv'd, 


« Was worthy Jeſſey's (lovely) fair.” 
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Wurd night's dark mantle veil'd the ſeas, 
And Nature's ſelf was huſh'd to ſleep; 

When gently blew the midnight breeze, 
Louiſe ſought the boundleſs deep. 


On a lone beach, in wild deſpair, 
She ſat recluſe from ſoft repoſe; 
Her bitter wailings rent the air, 


And ſad were fair Louiſa's woes. 


| / 

Three years ſhe nurs'd the pleafing thought, 
Her love—her Henry—would return; 

When, ah ! the fatal news was brought, 


The ſea was made his wat'ry urn. 


(Sweet 


Huſ] 


0 


(Sweet maids, who know the pow'r of love, 
You beſt can tell what ſhe muſt feel, 
Who 'gainſt each adverſe fortune ſtrove 


111 ) 


The tender paſſion to conceal.) 


Bewilder'd, loſt, abſorb'd in grief, 
While madneſs ran thro' ev'ry vein; 
The mourner ſought from death relief, 


And frantic plung'd into the main, 


The Heav'ns with pity ſaw her end, 
The frantic deed of hopeleſs love, 
And bade their angel guard deſcend, 

And bear Louiſa's ſoul above. 


There plac'd in happier ſcenes on high, 
Louiſa ſmiles at ev'ry care ; 
Huſh'd into joy is ev'ry ſigh, 


For Henry's angel form is there ! 


H4 SONNET. 
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Orr has the ſhepherd tun'd his vocal reed, 
And pledg'd his vows to meet the comipg night; 

The conſtant virgin, whom with ſwifteſt ſpeed, 

© Cynthia's guided by her heav'nly light. 


Oft has the miſer bleſs'd the midnight hour, 

When bright Cynthia's blaz'd the miſty earth, 
To ſecret, ah! perhaps, ſome orphan's dow'r, " 
Robb'd by the wretch of all its little worth. 


8 (uw) 
Oft haſt thou ſeen the ſailor void of fear, 


{Save one that Nature fondly whiſper'd love) 
Preſs to his lips the image of his dear, 
While gainſt the ſurge the lab'ring veſſel's ſtrove; 
And, ah! Cynthia, what haſt thou not ſeen, 
When love's met love, in woodbine bow'r or green 
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CHARLOTTE TO WERTER. 


ComreLain, gentle Werter, no more, 


For ſoon muſt your Charlotte reſign 


This life, which with joy I'll reſtore 


When my ſoul wings it courſe unto thine. 


Then down thou poor ſpirit, and reſt, 
For ſoon will your wanderings end; 
For deep is engrav'd in my breaſt, 


The ſorrows of Werter, my friend. 


My huſband, good Albert, adieu! 
Forgive the paſt faults of my life ; 
May my babes find a father in you, 


And you a more dutiful wife, 


Cive 
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Give each for me, Albert, a kiſs, 
"Tis all that I now can beſtow ; 
May their years be a ſeries of bliſs, 


Unmix'd with the bitters of woe. 


Come, Death! in thy horrors appear! 
Grim tyrant thou canſt not affright ; 
My ſoul is a ſtranger to fear, 
And chides thee for ſhrinking to ſtrike. 


Methinks that I hear Werter chide, 
Diſpleas'd he appears mt my ſtay ; 
See! his arms he opes to me wide, 


Impatient to bear me away. 


I come, thou dear ſhadow of youth, 
Who dy'd for an ill-fated love; 


I've known thy affection and truth, 


And haſten to meet thee above. 


116 4 


No longer to limits confi nd, 
To heav'n's high ſumm it We Il ſoar, 
And leaving contagion bel iind, 


The ſorrows of Werter | »e o'er. 
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W urn Pallas ſaw commerce extend o'er the earth, 
The goddeſs in raptures thus cried 

* O Britain! firſt nation for traffic and worth, 
« Young Faſhion with you ſhall reſide ! 


« Deſcend, lovely nymph, and encourage the arts, 
11 See the banners of Science unfurl'd! 4 
* While Hiſtory.proves, by her records and charts, k q 
* That England's the pride of the world.“ q 


6 


She ceas'd, and the nymph at the inſtant obey'd, 
3 then wing'd her deſcent, 
And having penn'd down the reſearches ſhe made, 


To Minerva theſe tidings ſhe ſent : 


« Thro' Olympus proclaim, great goddeſs, on high, 
„ Brunſwick's realms are th' manſions of love; 
« Where beauty, wit, knowledge, alternately vie, 


« To rival celeſtials above.” 
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WERT ER To CHARLOTTE. 


CuaRLorrTE, fair maid, what means that eye 
Ripe burſting with the tear; 
And why thus heave that bitter ſigh, 


When Albert is not near? 


But, ah! lov'd maid, forbear to tell, 
Too well your friend doth know, 


Within thy boſom all's not well, 


There lyes the cup of woe. 


Yet think not Werter is unkind, 
Tho' far from thee unſeen; 


For, ah ! thou beſt of womankind, 


He knows thy grief is keen, 


( wo) 


Whene'er you take your evening walk, 

To breathe the ambient air, 

win Werter's ſhadow round thee ſtalk, 
And guard his hapleſs fair. | 


Yes, deareſt Charlotte! thee I'll guard, 
Till Death his ſummons ſends; 
Nor then, the fix'd command retard 


That tears thee from thy friends. 


Oh! with what haſte will Werter ſpeed, 
The meſſenger of Love! 
Bear thy pure ſoul, by fate decreed, | 


To bliſsful realms above. 


Yet ere we take the laſt adieu 
From friends for ever dear, 

Unto the ſigh that comes from you, 
Will Werter add a tear. 


462 

Sanction'd by Heav'n's almighty pow'r, 

Our loves ſhall ever laſt ; 425 

And riſing joys each teeming hour, 
Be happier than the paſt. 
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A PizAsING ſadneſs thrills the penſive ſoul, 
Each pulſe attentive beats with motion flow ; 
Now quickly chang'd, confliting paſſions roll, 


And ev'ry nerve with new ſenſations glow. 


| e Now, Jaffier, now!” the lovely mourner cries, 
« *Tis Belvidera courts the pointed ſteel ; 
Now, my beſt love, thy Belvidera dies, 
Strike while thy boſom ev'ry fear conceal.” 
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Phrenzy recoils, and love holds ſov'reign ſway, 
Affection hurls aſide the erring dart; 

And he that could his gen'rous friend betray, 
Adds —nobly acts the friend and lover's part. 


Such, ſweet Melpomene's, thy pow'r to move 


The callous heart—to ſympathy and love. 


I 2 .- SONNET. 
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SokROw, away! ye gloomy thoughts begone! 
Thalia comes in ev'ry grace array'd ; 
Prepare the cymbal, tune the feſtive ſong, 


See ev'ry homage to the goddeſs paid. 


Unfold the Ceſtus form'd by magic ſkill, 
And bind around Attrattion's airy waiſt ; 
Enough—beware—each arrow aims to kill, 


Shot from the bow of F anicy, and of Taſte. 
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Methinks 


( 225 
Methinks I ſee the lovely fair one ſmile, 
And lightly trip it o'er the mimic ſtage ; 
Her artleſs look, devoid of ev'ry guile, 
Unknowing, captivates and charms the age. 
Reign then, Thalia, on thy Britiſh ſhore, 


Till Chaos comes, and Time ſhall be no more. 


19 VENUS 


inks 
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VENUS round GUILTY. 


As Jove held above a council of late, 
Fair Venus was call'd to the chair; 
Young Cupid was loſt, and the charge laid to Fate, 


By old Vulcan's too lovely fair, 


In vain he took oath, he flew from his arms, 


A 
One moment when abſent in thought ; ory | 
| ; at 
The goddeſs too conſcious of pow'r and charms, 
a A 
Swore Fate ſhould to judgment be brought. 
6 Jove 
« Forbear,” cry'd Pallas, who roſe to decide, 4 
And waving her wand o'er the earth, « Sir 


% Venus ſtands culprit, herſelf's to be try d; 
« For ſee where young Love has took birth.“ 


She 
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She pointed to Britain her fav'rite iſle, 
Where Beauty with Venus dares vie; 
And fixing on Devon, ſaid with a ſmile, 
« See where the fond urchin doth lie. 


In Virtue's ſoft/boſom th' infant has ſlept, 
Ah, Venus, acknowledge your crime : 
% Unjuſt you have charg'd old Fate with a theft; 


* Which now plainly proves to be thine.” 


Her bluſhes vermillion'd th' lily's white hu 
And her fault ſo ſweetly confeſs'd; 
That Cupid from earth flew to heav'n to ſue 


A pardon—for having tranſgreſs'd. 


Jove check'd th' young God for his wanton career, 
And ſmiling, thus clos'd the debate; 
* Since Earth encourages Love from his ſphere, 


« Ah, Venus complain not of Fate.” 


| I 4 LINES 


: 


= 
a %þ 


® 4 
—_——_— 


Fn 
. — 
— — 


— — — — — - 


— — — — 
is 


_ 


— — 


* > 
— 4 D — 1 WH 2 
—2 "= 


l 
— — 
. 


* 
_ = 
n —— 


— 0 
_ * - » EY — 


. P « 6 FER FED — 8 . . — 
„ ene. = 


— —ꝛꝑ̃R _ —ᷣ— 


— > — 
n 8 


N 
n 


44 Wca £C*.A 
— 253 SF. y _ 
CLINE YT ES Il + 


— .. * 


— 


F. n 


- * ”” FI. =. 
# EA wy 


| 
| 


— co 


(128 1) 


. en e nn An 
8 . | Per 
ADDRESSED TO Wh 

Wh 

Miſs HELEN MARIA WILLIAMS, Sub 
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AUTHORESS OF PERU, The 
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P ERU's rich mines by captive flaves explor'd, In v 
Where Plutus reigns ſupreme, by all ador'd ; Her 
Tis not his treaſures Williams' pen impart, Peri 
Her ſubject's Nature, glowing from the heart; Wil 
To her the Muſe, the nobleſt taſks conſign, 2 
al 


Expanded thought, gave energy divine, 
* Unfolded Nature's ſecrets to her view, 


And form'd the line her conduct ſhould purſue; 
And 


( 2129 )) 


And well the maid's perform'd the mighty taſk, 


Peru unboſoms, all the Nine foretold 

Where Nature forms the-univerſal mould, 
Whoſe true impreſſions proves the ableſt ſkill, 
Subdues the heart, and conquers e'en the will. 
To ſweet Maria pleads a parent's cauſe, 

The Muſe by Echo vibrates back applauſe ; 


So lively paints the lover's ardent flame, 


That doubts will riſe, but Williams feels the ſame 3 


Each ſcene ſhe tints, ſuch beaming truths diſplays, 
That Envy gives involuntary praiſe. 

In vain to trace o'er Peru's vaſt domain, 

Her boundleſs fancy—boundleſs praiſes claim ; 
Peruvia's woes, when time ſhall bear no date, 
Will ſtand recorded on the page of Fate ; 

And while Zamor's and Aciloe's loves are read, 


Shall Helen's fame be reſcu'd from the dead, 


IMPROMPTU 
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The deed was great—no more the Muſe could alk”; | 
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F ORBEAR, Maria, Oh! forbear! 
Nor truſt to adverſe winds ; 

Let England guard her lovely fair, 
Where beauty ſafety finds, 


One Venus has eſcap'd the ſea, 


F rom Neptune's wat'ry cell ; 
And now he only waits for thee, 


Where ev'ry virtue dwell. 
Think 


6 2 

Think not to paſs his dread domain, 
The god in perſon waits; 

And ſwears his Venus to regain, 

And baffle e en the Fates. 
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Let 
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Turr 
| Ne 
| A Gentleman who placed a very warm Confidence in a Und. 
young Lady, whom he flattered himſelf was not un- W 
deſerving his Love ; but whom he afterwards found 

to be a mere Coquet. Give 
He 
As fo 
Ret 

N O longer Amintor complain, Then 
But far, baniſh far, the falſe fair; Fro 
. Diſpel from thy boſom the pain; ; And ſ 
Nor let cruel grief harbour there. Anc 
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Let Zephyr with ſympathy join, 
To fan down the troubleſome figh ; 
Then eaſe with contentment be thine, 


And the coqueting fair one defy, 


Turn, Nancy, falſe Nancy, away ! 
Nor give her a place in your heart 
Unworthy ſhe near it ſhould lay, 


Who never partook of it's ſmart, 


Give Zephyr her ſcorn and her pride, 
He'll puff it away in the air : 
As for Love, that impet'ous tide, 


Return with contempt to the fair. 


Then nobly purſue your intent, 


From thy breaſt tear th' envenom'd dart; 


And ſhow her that you can reſent, 


And Zephyr will bear you a part. 


ZEPHYR. 
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oN SEEING With 
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The IUBILEE repreſented at Drury-Lane Tyzartar, « To 
iN HONOUR or "wy 

As « WI 

HAK EST EAR E Peng 

| « Alr 
— — — — * Aw 

| | * An 

Wurd tyrant cuſtoms Freedom's iſland fled, | "Twas 
Twas then the Stage firſt rear'd her infant head; And p 
"Twas then fair Albion on her Britons ſmil'd, In rap 
Ald gave them Shakeſpeare, Nature's darling child! His cl 
Olympus hail'd, thrice hail'd the aſpicious morn, The g. 
Minerva nam'd, a young Apollo born; And o 
Great Jove bade Mercury down to Stratford, wing, | Miner 
Steal the young imp, and to Olympus bring, And p 
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The God of thefts, the dread command obey'd, 

And to Olympus ſoon the boy convey'd : 

Him Jove approv'd, and inſtant did inveſt 

With ev'ry Gir that could adorn his breaſt ; 

“Be thine the care, Minerva, to impart 

% To him the ſecrets of thy potent art ; 

% Wiſdom and Virtue ſee a refuge find, 

“Within each chaſm of his infant mind.“ 

* Enough,” ſhe ſaid, © my father, he appears 

« Already Man, tho' infant yet in years,” 

« Away,” he cry'd, © be to my orders juſt, 

« And on fair Avon lodge thy ſacred truſt.” 

'Twas done—the goddeſs inſtant reach'd the earth, 

And plac'd her treaſure where he irt had birth; 

In raptures ſaw his reaſon rapid riſe, 

His cloud-capt tow'rs e'en reach'd his native ſkies ; 

The gods themſelves, were even ſtruck amaz'd, 

And on his Tempeſt—all with wonder gaz' d; 

Minerva ſoon his matchleſs deeds made known, 

And proudly boaſted Shakeſpeare was her own, 
Short, 
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Short, uery Mort—he ran his bold: career: 
But Britain ever ſhall his name revere ! 18 0 hc 
Yet will we trace in Jubilee each night 


His works, with anxious and ſupreme delight; | : 
And as his /latue meets the gliſt'ning eye, t, 
Each breaſt ſhall pay the tribute of a ſigh! te 
Avaunt, then, Death “ tis not thy fatal dart * 


Can ere eraſe his mem ry from the heart. 

Tho” when you ſtruck, Melpomene ſhook with fear, 
And e'en Thalia, ſhed a filent tear; 

But in his heav'n of heav'ns he's now a gueſt— 


There reſt, ſweet Bard, immortal Shakeſpeare, reſt ! 
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In Conſequence of the Occafional Lines on ſering the. 
JuB1LEE,in Honour of SHAKESPEARE, (07iginally 


in ſerted in the Public Advertiſer, ) the Author received 
through the Channel of the ſame Paper, a very flat. 


tering Compliment from an unknown Lady—which - 


occafioned the following Lines. 
a To 
E M M A 


Ou for a pen like Shakeſpeare's to reveal 

What Nature dictates, and what Emma feels; 

Then would I ſpurn the gloſſary of art, 

And verſe ſhould glow, like Emma's, from the heart; 


The Lady's Signature, 
1 So 


* 
100 
Ad 
if 
* 


D 


- 
— — —ͤ—— d — —  ————_— 2 
* - 
_— - 


— 


. 1 
* * 
2 3 


. r — = 
— — — q 
—_— Py 


e 


—— — 


— — 
— — 


6138) 


So ſoft, ſo ſweet, ſhe pleads her Shakeſpeare's cauſe, 
That pale-face Envy joins in the applauſe ; | 
Who would not wiſh a Shakeſpeare but to die, 
When Emma pays the ſympathetic ſigh ? 

When beauty deigns with gratitude ſincere, 

To ſhed the-precious cryſtal of a tear : 

Eraſe the word of rugged from thy line, 

For only rugged, are, fair Emma, mine. 

Permit you!” - Ves, your Shakeſpeare would permit, 
Could he but ſee the lines his Emma writ ; 

Away !—he could—he doth, he reads them plain, 
And tho' in heaven, drops a tear again: 

Ah! ere it reſts, methinks I ſee it meet 

His Emma's breaſt—the pilgrim makes his ſeat; 
Fair downy haven, let the ſtranger lie, 


Where it may live, and never, never die. 


THE 
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As Celia lay reclin'd in ſleep, 
| Within a fragrant grove, 
Regardleſs of her crook and ſheep, 4 1.6] 


She left her lambs to rove. 6 


A Bee, ambitious of his pow'r, 
Beheld the lovely fair; is 83A. 
And found thee, ah, too hapleſs hour! 


When Delvill was not there. 


--* 
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To fix on Celia's damaſk cheek, | | Re 
And print his fatal ſting ; KIT» 
But ere he thought his flight to ſeck, f WI 
She ſeiz d the tremb ling thing. 79 12 0 
Wich earneſt look, and pain intenſe, But 
Vet anger ſhe reprels'd ; C 


And mindleſs of his great offence, 
The wanton Bee addreſs'd, 


« Say, cruel fly, what crime I've done, 
&« To feel your venom d dart; 

« Methinks thy looks doth anſwer—none ; 
« Then why infliQ this ſmart ? 


« Ah! guilty, guilty; but away, 
* Thy judge doth thee difmils ; 
« Go—to ſome diſtant climate ſtray, 
And take this pardon'd kiſs,” 


Releas'd 


8d 
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Releas d the vitor buzzing flies, 
And round the damſel play d; | 


While Morpheus gently clos'd the eyes 


Of the forgiving maid, 


But ſearce again by ſleep careſs'd, 


Oh! treacherous Bee, he flew ; | 
And darting on the virgin's breaſt, _ 
He ſtung that haven too. | 


* Oh! Heav'n,” ſhe cry'd, “ ſo ſoon return'd, 
“ Ungrateful ſavage Bee; 
e Has then this breaſt which pity burn'd, 


% Deſerv'd its wound from thee ?” 


* Ah! no, my lovely Celia, no,” 
Cry'd Delvill drawing near; 

« I've ſeen thy anguiſh, felt thy woe, 
* And have a witneſs here.“ 
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She turn'd and ſaw it was too true, 
Her foe again was caught; 


And juſtice claim'd the victim due, 


To death was rightly brought. 


soſt pity now forſook her ſeat, 
Tho' Celia wiſhful figh'd ; - 

Revenge her Delvill's boſom beat, 

Die traitor, die!“ he cry'd, 
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ON THE DEATH or 


Ma. H E ND ERS ON. 


Tis o'er, tis paſt, the melancholy bier 


Has reach'd ere now the ne'er departing goal? 


Intruding thoughts, reflection too ſevere, 
Avaunt! nor raiſe new horrors in the ſoul. 


Slow, very ſlow, the ſad proceſſion paſs d, 
The tears of ſorrow trembl'd in each eye; 
Crowd preſs'd on crowd, in ſilence gaz'd their laſt, 
Tear follaw'd tear, and ſigh re-echo'd ſigh. 
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The ancient Abbey, clad in dread array, 
Smil'd when the creeking hinges op d the door; 
The yawning vault receiv'd its darling prey, 


And clos'd the ſcene his num'rous friends deplore. 


Claſp him, Maria, claſp him to your breaſt, | 
For he could ſweetly all thy griefs reveal; 
And oft his eye, “ ſad virgin, has confeſs'd, 

His heart has felt what manhood would conceal, 


Ah! gentle Sterne, who now ſhall Cer relate 
Le Fevre's woe with ſuch exquiſite art; 

Could you not check'd awhile the hand of Fate ! 
For once repell'd the king of terrors dart! 


Mr. Henderſon has been obſerved, when reading Sterne's pathe - 
tic ſtory of Maria, at Freemaſons Hall, to ſhed tears; and the au · 
dience, as if their hearts beat in uniſon with his, have involuntarily 
followed the example, | 
| No 
. 
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No! you beheld his genius tow'ring rile, 
And joyful ſaw his ſummons ſeal'd to die, 
And ere his ſoul had reach'd th etherial ſkies, 
In raptures bore it to his God on high. © © 


*,Þ 


There with a Shakeſpeare and a Garrick plac'd, 
He acts a part his God has him ordain d ; 


Recording angels” have his faults eras'd, 


From heaven's volume, where a ſpeck remain'd. 


Let then a ſmile adorn his widow's face, 8 
For now he wears the never- fading wreath ; 


While he in heav'n preſerves for her a place, 


Know, bliſs ſupreme, is only found in death ! 
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Tie follawing Incident took Place at the Repreſen- 
tation of the Pantomime, entitled Ow ar, or a 
Trip round the World, where a Portrait , Cap- 
tain Cook is introduced. 


A e 


i 85 


rie 


As t'other night a tar with gods was ſat, 

When Cook appear'd, the Briton's eyes were wet; 

A landſman near him gave the tar a ſneer: 
What! cry, Jack! damn me, come, no blubb' ring 


dete. 
« Avaſt 


ö 
1 
[ 


( 147 ) 
„ Ayaſt there, Tom,” the honeſt tar reply'd, 


— 
SP w— 


1 « Or ſmite my timbers elſe. I'll thraſh thy hide: 

4 « See there, thou lubber, view yon gallant chief, 

? « With whom, God reſt him! oft I've plough'd the 
« deep. | | 


« Show me a foe, can make Jack Oakham fear.” 
But here he figh'd®, and vip d away a tear! 


* Pointing to the Painting of Captain Cook, 
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SORROWS O CHARLOTTE 
ON THE 
DEATH or WERTER. 


— — — 


Wurd Werier firſt fair Charlotte ſaw, 
What ſtrange emotions ſeiz d his breaſt, 

And robb'd him too for cer of reſt ; 
By force of love's deſpotic law: 

Then oft he'd ſeek the willow grove, 

And as he'd thro' the coverts rove, 

Oh! how he'd figh, he'd ſigh for guilty love! 
28 * Then 


This 


( 199.) 


Then back return with eager pace, 
And Charlotte! Charlotte! mournful cry; 


The while he would ſo ſadly ſigh, 
That tears would trickle down his face: 


And when ſhe ſaw him thus in woe, 
She'd ſweetly whiſper ſoft and low ; 


« Oh! how I grieve, I grieve, to ſee you ſo!” 


This fatal paſſion oft ſhe'd chide, 
That both their ſad misfortunes wrought ; | 
When fate the doleful tidings brought, 

For love of Charlotte—Werter dy'd : 


Oh! how ſhe cry'd in bitter woe, 


« How could you, Werter, pain me ſo , ; 
« Oh! how I grieve, the world thy death muſt 


« know!” 7 


( 190 ) 
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IAMOR TAI. Shakeſpeare, would my Muſe inſpire 
6 My feeble pen with a celeſtial fire, 
Then would I lay it at thy heav'nly ſhrine, 


For ev'ry charm of Poetry was thine; _ 
Each paſſion form d by thy prophetic {kill, 


Storm'd ev'ry heart, and conquer'd ev'ry will; 
Ev'n 


Ev'n 
Whe 
The | 
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Whil, 
In fat 
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With 
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% For 


( 131 ) 
Ev'n vice abaſh d ſtood trembling at his feet, 
When Shakeſpeare led ſweet Virtue to her ſeat. 
The fiend too conſcious of her mighty foe, 
Confounded ſunk in the abyſs below; 
While the chaſte goddels bluſhing at her fame, | 
In fate's fair page wrote down her Shakeſpeare's name; j 
But fearful leſt the theſt ſhould e er be found, 


Aſk'd his permiſſion, and her fav'rite crown'd 


With blooming laurels he had nobly won ; 

And ſtealing from him, added, * Nature's Son.” | 

Ah! my ſweet Shakeſpeare, had but T your art, 

Or the ſoft magnet to ſubdue the heart 

Then would I tell what joy I have receiv'd, 

How oft I've ſmil'd, how oft with you I've griev'd. 
Ire Ho bloody Richard has my boſom rag'd, ' 
Ho juliet's love has ev'ry thought engag'd ; 
* Ev'n now my heart is trembling with my pen, 
At Venice Moor's, © Put out the light, and then : 
Sweet Imogen ſhall likewiſe have a tear, 


„For Milford Hav'n,” loud methinks I hear. 


Ev'n My 


( u5% ) 


My chatming Hamlet, ſure thy conſtant truth 
\ Demands a figh, a tribute to thy youth. 
White his ſhroud as the mountain ſnow,” 
* Sweet Ophelia, was it not ſo? _ 
* And kind Cordelia, ſhe can beſt explain 
« What love can ſoothe an aged father's pain, 
« Fair Cleopatra beauteous ſeen in death, 
„ Whoſe head thy Shakeſpeare twin'd with laurel 
« wreath, | | | 
Enough of woe, come forth thou ſmiling train, 
« Good king of cats,” Mercutio come again; 
« I pr'ythee give me leave to breath awhile,” 
Said the fat knight—ah ! Falſtaff, let me ſmile. 
« O noble, worthy, and moſt upright judge,” | 
Old Shylock cry'd, who ow'd the man a grudge. 
* A herald, Kate, oh! put me in thy books;“ 
Petruchio! come, there's taming in thy looks, 
« I may command, nay will, where I adore, 
« Malvolio ſaid, nay, ſo Malvolio ſwore, 
« My 


6 
« My pretty Roſalind, you too ſhall find, 
« Orlando lov'd thee for thy gen'rous mind; + 
« But, ah! methinks I hear the Bard to cry, 
« Hold thy raſh pen, nor dare with me to vie“. 
Chide not my Shakeſpeare, for in thee we trace 


In ev'ry line new beauties and new grace. 
How can we then defiſt when you invite, 

el Thou envi'd givor of ſupreme delight ? 
Yes! when our Shakeſpeare ceaſes to engage, 
Adieu the pleaſures of the moral ſtage. 
Ye feather'd ſongſters, chaunt your artleſs lays; / / 
Chaunt the ſweet name of Shakeſpeare in your praiſe, 
While tell-tale echo vibrates loud ihe fame. 
Ye gentle zephyrs, waft afar his fame; a 

For while the gods protect the Bard on high, 

His works ſhall live, and, Shakeſpeare never. dio! 
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Ask not, my Julia, lovely friend, Ah, 
What reigns within your breaſt ; * 
In vain can I aſſiſtance lend, Wit 
To give the flutterer reſt. 1 0 
Aſk why the throbbing rebel beats, No 
As burſting from its cell; V 
Which now advances, then retreats, TOES But 
The traitor beſt can tell. A 


Aſk 


( 256 
Aſk why unbidden roſe that ſigh; 


Aſk too from whence it came ; 


And bluſhes that with roſes vie, 


Sure, Julia, has a name. 


Why doth my friend then ſeek to hide, 
What ſhe too well muſt know; 

Nay, blame not, Julia, if 1 chide, 
But dare you anſwer—No ? 


Ny 4, 7+ -y 
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Ah, no! that crimſon bluſh proclaims 
What Julia dares not own; 

Within her boſom Cupid reigns, | 

And there has fix d his throne, 


No longer then repel the dart, 
Which fain has Julia ſtrove; 
But let the dictates of thy heart 


Approve, and own its love. 
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Mas. ABI NG T ON's 
FIRST APPEARANCE 

— x40 

COVENT-CARDEN THEATRE, 


In the Yr ar 1785. 


HxNcx, ye vapours of deſpair, 
Ceaſe to taint the ambient air ; 
To ſome diſtant region ſtray, 


Haſte, ye miſts, ye films away! 


See, approach with all her arts, 
Queen of ſmiles, and queen of hearts. 


( wn } 


Hail, fair goddeſs of delight, 
Haſte and crown the feſtive night ; 
Come, and bring thy train with thee, 


* Tipſy, dance, and jolity.“ 


By thy more than magic pow'rs, 
Charm away the lazy hours; 

By thy ſoft bewitching ſtrains, 
Hither bring old Care in chains; 
Here he ſhall receive his due,- 
Him and all his drowſy crew ; 

If they dare diſpute the throne, 
Which belongs to thee alone.— 
But ſoft—a voice my ear alarms; 
Thalia balls the fair to arms. 


( 158 ) 


OCCASIONED BY READING 
. 
W196 47 JO 4b We 

IN THE 


MORNING CHRONICLE. 


In the Yz an 2785 *. 


— — . EÆͤöͤ—Z—᷑ ᷑ 


Jove from on high beheld the jarring world, 
Shook the vaſt globe and round his thunder hurl'd; 
„ Mortals,” he cry'd, © attend a god's decree, 


« Behold a youth commiſſion'd you from me; 
« Go, 


05 


( 1599 ) 


„ Go, Dax,“ he ſaid, © exert your utmoſt art, 


Improve the morals, and iſtrutt the heart; 


« Protett the Arts, and Sciences defend, 

And Navzgation round the globe extend; 

« Prove Nature's friend, and ev'ry vice ſuppreſs, 
« But moſt your care—demands the Britiſh preſs; 
Freedom is held by Briton's ſacred dear, 

« Haſte to their aid, their deareſt rights revere; 
Aſſert with eloquence, ſupport their cauſe, 

« And bleed, if needful, to defend their laws.” 
He ceas'd to ſpeak, and graceful wav'd his hand 
O'er Britain's iſle, where Freedom takes her ſtand ; 
Quick to the earth the youth impatient flew, 

And reach'd the ſpot where Liberty firſt grew ; 


Unknown to tyrants' arbitary ſway, 


Albion receiv'd, and own'd the urchin Day. 
Anxious to att the part he was deſign'd, 10 
His firſt great effort was to try the mind: | 
He found the Britons valiant, firm, and free, 


He found great George reign ſovereign of the ſea. 
L 4 « Yes, 


©. 
.; 


40 85 ( 160) 
; 0 x 1 Ves, yes! in raptures, cry'd'the happy: youth, 
5 5 Tis here reigns Virtue, Gonſtaney, and Truth, 11.5 winks I 
4 1 Here will I fix ambaſſador of Jove, 
And ovn his Britons well deſerve his love. 

In plaintive verſe, petition ſent on high, 
Permiſſion begg'd to live, and here to die. 

Old Thunder ſmil'd, and gracious gave conſent, 


While acclamations old Olympus rent; C 
Pleas'd with the choice, the daring Boy had made, 
e Pallas, he ſaid, “ your laurels ne'er will fade; 
« England will now your various arts diſplay, 
And Wiſdom flouriſh in the age of Day.” 
— Sar 
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Say, pretty Fool, why ſhine thoſe eyes 
So bright ?—too ſure they kill ; 
Each random arrow deadly flies, 


And conquers whom you will, 


(. 162) 


Keep back che rebels, cruel fair, 
Not draw the fatal daft ; 
The quiv'ring bow bend not :—beware, 


Each victim is a heart. 


— 


Think not theſe winning ſmiles will plead 
For pardon, when too late 

The tyrant that mak others bleed, 
Muſt meet herſelf that fate, 

For Venus ſwears by all above, 
She will revenge her fame; 

For one has robb'd the queen of love, 


And Wells' the traitor's name. 


For 
The go 
And 
In 


(163) 


In Conſequence of the Verſes addreſſed to Ju 11 A, under 
the aſſumed Name of Louisa, in the Morning 
Chronicle, the Author was addreſſed in the follow- 
ing Verſes, by a Gentleman, who he verily believes to 
have experienced the Efeds of diſappointed Love ; 
and as he complains of the Cruelty of the Lady in 
delicate and pleaſing poetical Strains, the good-na- 
tured Reader will, perhaps, pardon their [or | 


ing in this Volume. 


T 0 


LG u 


Au. charming wreſtler —with what care 


F or love, Louiſa pleads ; 


The god well pleas'd, accepts her pray'r, 
And Julia owns ſhe bleeds. 


( 64) 


Oh! could Louiſa's winning ſtrain, 


Once reach my Delia's ear, 


She, too, might own a mutual pain, 
And check my frequent tear, 


The boaſt of ſwains—her ſex's pride, 0 
Of ev'ry charm poſſeſs d | 

F've lov'd her long, nor aught beſide, 
Can ſoothe my wretched breaſt. 


Chaſte as her fame, my paſſion roſe, 
And Virtue guides it ſtill ; 


Pure as the lucid ſtream that flows 


From yonder neighb'ring hill. 


Try, dear Louiſa, try your art, 


Your melting notes prolong; "+4 Say 
Touch Delia's unrelenting heart, In | 
And mine ſhall bleſs your ſong. Ah! « 
J. R. My 


In 


In 


( «6 ) : 


ay | 
In Conſequence of Mr. J. R- ; Requeſt, the Author ad- 
dreſſed the following to DE 11 a, which was anſwered 
by the Gentleman, replied to, by Louis A, and again 
anſwered by the enraptured Lover. 


T 0- 


D: 'E Liza $ 


Say, lovely Delia, dare I ſue, 
In hopes my ſuit to gain? 

Ah! could I raiſe a figh from you, 
My efforts were not vain. 


Dare 


(16 


Dare an unknown intruder plead — 
Ah! bid me not refrain; 

Since Hope compels me to proceed, 
You'll ſpurn not with diſdain. 


Behold, fair Delia, at thy feet, 
A humble ſuppliant ſighs, 


Whoſe anxious fears too plainly ſpeak, 


If Delia frowns he dies. 


Sweet Virtue's lodg'd within his breaſt, 


That ſacred pledge of truth; 
And Conſtancy, the charming gueſt, 
Attends the faithful youth. 


Yet ſtill he pines for one dear maid, 
Oh! grant him quick relief! 
No more let care his breaſt invade, 


Since you can ſoothe his grief. 


Since 


( 367 ) 
Since Delia's ſovereign of his heart, 
Be kind, ye pow'rs above, 
A And take a wretched captive's part, 
Whoſe only fault is love. 


Lovisa—gen'rous, ſympathetic maid ; Hi 
Where ſhould I bring my ſorrows but to you ? Had 

Where ſeek the balm of pity—friendſhip's aid? 
But where that pity, and that friendſhip grew ? 

Once 


( 169) 


Once did my trembling, love· ick heart implore; 
Once you eſpous'd, and ſweetly urg'd my plea; 

Ah! now kind ſoother, let a tear deplore, > 
A vretch juſt blaſted by the Fates“ decree. 


Long had I play'd in Cupid's myrtle vale ; 
Pure all my joys—for Delia was my ſong : 
Hope ſtill pervaded love's ſuſpecting tale, 


And drank ſweet poiſon from the charmer's tongue, 


But late a rival ſuitor, rich and bold; 
Try'd ev'ry art my Delia's hand to gain ; 
Each ſubtle vow he tinſel'd o'er with gold, 


And built his little triumph on my pain. 


Vain were his projefts—vain the ſordid lure; 
His wealth unenvied, and his hopes unſped: 


Had but my Delia, in that luckleſs hour, 
Thought how I ſuffer'd, how I lov'd and bled! 


Ince | M F or, 


( «yo )- 


For, oh! ſhe's gentle as the weeping dove, 
And meek-ey'd pity rules her hallow'd breaft ; 
"Twas this, and beauty's charm, that ſeal'd my love, 
Cut ſhort my freedom, and undid my reſt. 


Curſs'd be the venal bribery of gain, 
That dar'd to tempt a nature ſo ſublime : 
But all is loſt Delia rejects the ſwain, 


Whoſe want of affluence is all his crime. 


No more, Louiſa—I ſhall ſing no more! 

Pleaſure, farewel ! ye ſyren nymphs be mute ; 
Sigh heap'd on ſigh ſhall Delia's loſs deplore, 

Till break my heart-ſtrings, as I have broke my lute. 
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F ORBEAR, kind Sir, forbid your tears to flow; 1 
Since Delia's falſe, ſhe is not worth a tear: * 
Quench the fierce flame, forget it e' er did glow 1 
With ardent love thy breaſt is too ſincere. | [ 
Gentle ſhe's not, nor conſtant as the dove, 4 
But proud and fickle as the reſtleſs wind ; 1 
Her breaſt ne er felt the pangs of injur'd love, _ . | 


And Plutus only govern'd Delia's mind, 


Tear from thy breaſt with ſcorn the venom'd dart, 
Send it the fair whoſe boſom beats ſo cold; 

Tell her it was the victim of a heart 
Sold once for love—but purchas'd now by gold. 


M 2 Then, 


( 172 ) 


Then, if ſhe ever felt the poignant pain, 
Which none but Love has wounded ere can knov ; . 
Perhaps a ſigh ſhe may expreſs again, 


Perhaps a tear involunt'ry may flow. 


Not all the grandeur that's by wealth poſſeſs d, 
Or all the favours Fortune e'er can pour ; 
Can calm the fair inconſtant's fickle breaſt, 
To that ſweet eaſe her boſom felt before. 


While Time, my friend, will bring his healing balm, 
And till the waves that now tumultuous riſe; 
Another maid may ev'ry anguiſh calm, | 


And love returning bury all your ſighs. 


One too as lovely, tho' by far more true, 
Then the loft fair of ev'ry charm diveſt ; 
With budding virtues opening to the view, 
To give my friend—to make herſelf more bleſt. 


Call 


Wh 


1642! 


(el 


Call not the Fates, then, cruel or unjuſt, 
That ſtill proteft you with their guardian care, 
Who'll yet commit ſome virgin to thy truſt, 2 
When Love ſhall reign ſole viftor o'er Deſpair. 
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F AIN would I thank you, gentle friend; 
Fain all your ſoothing cares approve ; 
But ah! my adverſe pow'rs contend, - 


And gratitude reſigns to love. 


Stop then, Louiſa,—curb your zeal :— 
Reproach, avaunt !—ſtay thy foul dart — 
Think, oh ! my friend, I love her ſtill, 


Nor wound me in that tend'reſt part. 


Say, rather ſay, my Delia's true ; 
Tell of her worth, her charms divine ! 
Say her's is love and pity too; 


And want of merit only mine. 


But 


zut 


( 175 ) 


But oh! forbear the ruthleſs found 


Of cruel—ſclhſh—haughty—vain; 
It but exaſperates my wound, 


And gives new torments to my pain. 


How ſtrange the varied force of love ? 
Oft ſeen—oft felt but ne'er defin'd : 
'Tis mine this myſtery to prove— 


A heart diſtracted, yet reſign'd. 


1 


I rave at fortune; then with tears 
For Delia ſend to Heav'n a pray'r ; 
Bid bleſſings crown her future years, 


Unmix'd with ſorrow, pain, and care. 


I ſay—when in another's arms, 
She ſeeks the happineſs I ſought ; 
May one more worthy of her charms, 


As kind, as true, be Delia's lot. 


M 4 Farewell, 


76 
Farewell, Louiſa! and beware ! 
For Delia's more than all I've ſung ; 
Patient and firm my griefs I'll bear; 
But ne'er excuſe the ſland'rer's tongue. 


And, oh ! forgive this harſh rebuke ; 

It ill becomes my Muſe to you :— 
Kind een in this, you but miſtook 

The way to ſoothe. —Once more, adieu. 


＋ x. 


93 ( 77 } 


The following Verſes were addreſſed to Louis A, im- 
mediately after her Application to DELIA; but 
were not found by the Impoſtor, till her poetical 


Admarer's ſucceeding Strains were committed to Preſs. 
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TO 


L ©. 


Tran KS, lovely friend—a ſilent tear 
My grateful rapture ſpeaks; 

Tis all my bankrupt love can ſpare ; 
Tis all Louiſa ſeeks, 
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No, oh! ye gods! propitious prove, 
Take dear Louiſa's part; 

Breathe, warmly breathe, my faithful love, 
On Delia's ſoft ning heart. 


And thou, my charmer, + oddeſs, ſaint, 
Oh! lend a pitying ear; 
I urge no more my ſpurn'd complaint, 


I urge Louiſa's pray'r. 


1 urge her-pleading tenderneſs, 
Her pity, and her truth; 
Examples meet for thee to trace, 


Fair precepts for thy youth. 


But, ah! my Deha proves them all, 
As Virtue's ſelf refin'd ; 
Beneath her frown, I only fell— 


Devoted—not refign'd. 


Ant 


( 199 ) 
« Thanks, lovely friend ;”—1I add a pray'r, 
Breath'd at Louiſa's ſhrine ; 
And could my heart from Delia ſpare 
One vow—'twould ſure be thine. 


( ito ) 

Having laid before the Public the poetica! Effuſions 
of @ Gentleman who laboured under the Yoke of 
a myſterious Paſſion, addreſſed to the fiftious 
Lovisa ; the converted Scribbler, again treſpaſſes 
on their Indulgence, and commits to Print the warm 


Rhapſodies of an Admirer of her fair and beaute- 
ous Self. 


How long, Fair maid / ſhall I complain, 

And always ſeek thy ſmiles in vain? 

How can my heart ſuch uſage bear? 

When ev'ry frown creates deſpair ! 

| Sweet 
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Sweet maid ! did'ſt thou ere find untrue 
The heart that now addreſſes you ? | 
Why am I hateful in thy fight, 
Since once I was thy chief delight? 
Return then, wand rer to my arms, 
And let me gaze upon thy charms ; 
Tis this ſhall turn my night to day; 
Haſte then, Louiſa, why delay ? 

But if thou can'ſt not me relieve, 
Forbear my charmer to deceive ; 
Cut ſhort my hope, or elſe comply, 
Or bid me! bid me! bid me! die! 


Temple. F. D— 


6182) 


l bod ro dib n Who 

This une æpected Love Epiſtle, to the fair Louiſa, cauſed With 
the following Anſwer to her unknown Swain, By w 
which ſo far from cooling his ardent Flame, ſeemed A rec 

" rather to have encreaſed it, as will be ſeen by his Then 

© energetic Reply to the Lady's Requeſt. And 

| Let ! 

To F. D. With 

| Let ſ 

OF THE Top 

.. ĩ˙ OO OP May 

4 | And 

No le 

THE ANSWER, My f 

Accrr, kind Sir, all I can give, 

My wiſhes that you'll deign to live; * 


Nor doubt you'll meet ſome lovely fair, 


By far more worthy of your care; 


Who 


(183) 


Who will reward your ardent flame, 


4 Wich what Louiſa dare not name; 

by By what is ſanftion'd by above, 

d A reciprocal mutual love. 7 

5 Then ſpurn the maid you think unkind, 


And tear her image from your mind; 

Let Hope no longer be careſs'd, 

Within thy far too-conſtant breaſt. 

Let ſweet revenge her rage impart, 

To pluck the viper from your heart. 

May ſome kind nymph your love return, 

And with a genial ardour burn ; 

No longer then by care depreſt, 

My friend will reign ſupremely bleſt. 

| LoutsA. 


Aras! ye gods! but thus the Fates decree, 
Her I adore ſhould prove unkind to me; 
Forc'd from her arms, for ever to lament, 


| Yet would ſhe ſmile, methinks I'd be content: 


In 
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In ſome ſequeſter'd grove to build a bower, - - 
And ever curſe the hapleſs, hapleſs hour 

On which Louiſa's charms I did behold, 
Then be my woe in the Adelphi told. 

© Let love's ſoft god my ardent wiſhes hear, | 
And grant the ſmiles of an angelic fair; 

« Sweet in her diſpoſition tho' unkind, 

« And ev'ry grace enrich Louiſa's mind; 
« A graceful air her beauteous ſteps attend, 
« By all eſteem'd, and wiſh'd for as a iriend.” 
By all ador'd, at leaſt I bear my part, 
Heavens convey my feelings to her heart. 

O let the maid partake the pangs I feel, 

One ſmile from her my ſpirit ſoon ſhall heal ; 
Serenity and peace of mind reſtore, 

Grant this Louiſa, and I aſk no more; 

Ah! cruel maid, let me this favour find ; 

For why, unto a youth, thus prove unkind ? 
You know each frown a fatal flab doth give, 
Why then diſdainful doſt thou bid me live ; 
N 
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And ſeek another maid, who might excell 

The fair in whom my fondeſt wiſhes dwell ? 
Ah! hapleſs youth, thus diſregarded, mourn, 
For one that triumphs in the trophies won; 

But tho' deſpair ſhall keep thee from my arms, 
In ſecret anguiſh I'll adore thy charms. 


Temple. F. D. 


S O Ne 


Recen\ 
Wh 


| Sg, © 


| Accxrr, fair nymph, this unadorn'd eſſay, 
Spurn not the rhyme, which fancy never fires; 
Receive the tribute, and excuſe the lay, 


Which gratitude to thee alone inſpires. 


Tho' no rare charms my rugged verſe diſplay, 
Nor great Apollo lends his potent aid ; 
Still I poſſeſs that gem of ſofter ray, 
The ſoothing friendſhip of a favour'd maid. 
N 2 May'ſt 
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May'ſt thou arrive at Pleaſure's feſtive goal, 
On life's ſhort ſea, no ſable tempeſt foam ; 
At death may ſeraphs waft thy flying ſoul, 
To ſoft repoſe in their eternal home. 
While in the liſt on Fame's immortal ſcroll, 


The ſplendid goddeſs ſhall thy name enroll. 


Lincoln's-Inn Fields. 


(Stoned) J. DAY. 
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Mr. WILLIAM WOOD FALL. 
F 
O F THE 


MORNING CHRONICLE. 


N O more, kind Woodfall, ſhall Loui/a ſend, 
Her fiftious ſcrawl to gain a poet's fame ; 
Know thou her once protector, guardian friend, 


The wile impoſtor now aſſumes a name. 


N g A name 


( 196 ) 
A name that Conſcience bids her bluſh to own, _ Au 


Since ſhe, ſad jade, could even thee perplex “; ( 
But now the harlot abdicates her throne, | An 
And brimſtone like, renounces e'en her ſex. 1 
Ves, tender name, a fond and laſt adieu, WI 
Receive my thanks—that oft admirers won ; | 7 
Form, grace, and beauty now belong to you, Wh 
'For ſet * ever is my borrow'd ſun. | 1 
And now fince tranſmigration bears a truth, WPF 
A gen'ral pardon doth the culprit aſk ; I 
Of once adorers, whether age or youth, | Wh, 
"4 For having dar'd * 0 the female maſk. D 
But moſt to you theſe lines are chiefly pen'd, Tho 
Who've long been chronicl'd in daily print; T, 
; Who oft has prov'd the drama's warmelt friend, She | 
By critiques coin'd from ſenſe and reaſon's mint. _ 

The Author generally wrote his manuſcripts in a Lady's hand. 

f Authors 


hors 
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Authors and candidates alike may boaſt, 
Of ſignal ſervice from thy able pen, 
And many a fazr one give the grateful toaſt, 
« ITmpartial Woodfall, and moſt kind of men.“ 


While many an orator has egual cauſe 
To place thy talents in the faireſt light; 

When fr:ends have crown'd his ſpeeches with applauſe, 
That doz'd the members the preceding night, 


And proud is he who has his ſpeech rehears'd, 


In nervous language by thy mem'ry's ſtrength; 


Who well in eloquence and figure vers'd, 
Diſplays ſound rhetoric in pleaſing length. 


Tho' fain the muſe would pay a tribute due, 
To mem'ry ſuch as Woodfall's does require ; 
She paints the tribute far too faint for view, 


And leaves the world—to wonder and admire. 


N 4 E LE CV 


—— — 
E32 


— — — 


"= 


— 


— 


* . 
AA -—_— — — — * 8 —— 
FS Ca - — = — a = —— 


— — 


2 


n 


„ ——— Et 


— 


7 
33 


— — 2 V- 


— — — 5 
* — - -- I — = 
2 >; . 4 


as 
bag — * 


— = - 
A 


. EIT 
* 


— 


. 7 


( 192) 


n 


ON THE DEATH OF 


F AREWEL, too frail, unhappy fair, adieu! 
No more, Sophia, ſhall thy boaſted charms, 


Excite defire in the wondering crew, 


To preſs thee, fair one, to polluted arms, 


No more thoſe lips, harmonious lays ſhall tune, 
Or join in concert with quiy'ring lyre! 

Thy honour blaſted, beauteous fair, too ſoon, 
Ere time had bade thee, Baddeley—retire. 


Mrs. SOPHIA BADDELEY. 


Oft 


Tw. 


Oft 
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Oft has Ophelia charm'd the liſt'ning throng, 
And ſooth'd to love the adamantine breaſt ; 

E'en the poor Indian melted at thy ſong, 
And paſſion's ſelf ſubſided into reſt. 


O had thy form with each attractive grace, 
But firmly ſtood againſt Temptation's ſnare; 
How would you ſhone amid'ſt the beauteous race, 


The brighteſt luſtre mongſt the Britiſh fair! 


Ah! hapleſs Brown“, and hapleſs Badd'ley too, 
To fatal paſſion each too prone inclin'd ; 
Two lovelier victims Nature never drew; 


Ah! had that beauty blazon'd in cach mind ! 


The maiden name of the late celebrated, though unfortuna'e, 
Mrs. Cargyl, who was caſt away on her return from India, and was 
found three days after the ſhipwreck, floating on the waves, with ker 
lovely infant locked in her arms. | 
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Not then, Sophia, had thy ſpotted fame, 
Ere been the ſport of juſtly pointed ſcorn ; 


Had Virtue grac'd but thy too tarniſh'd name, 


You ne'er had died in mis'ry, and forlorn. 


The roſe that ſheds its fragrant ſweets around, 
Breathes its perfume o'er each unſcented flow'r; 
But chance ſome blaſt, extend its wonted bound, 


How ſhort its life, how limited its pow'r ! 


* 


Such, Baddeley, ere guilty paſſions beat, 


1 Scatter d ſweet odours clad in Virtue's bloom; 4 
Ere the fell ſpoiler gather'd ev'ry ſweet, WI 

And fix'd the mourner for an early tomb. / 

' Pity her failings, tho you can't forgive, Met 
Nor brand her mem'ry with a word ſevere ; V 

By her example learn, ye fair, to live, hls 


And Virtue, ever lovely girls, revere. 


A VISION, 


Mozenevus had clos'd my wearied eyes to reſt, 
And ſleep oblivious o'er my ſenſes ſtole ; 
When the fell nightmare pillow'd on my breaſt, 


And rais'd ſuch phantoms as poſſeſs'd me whole. 


Methought I faw a ruthleſs tyrant weep, 
Whoſe groans ſo horrid ev'ry feeling ſhook ; 
* Guard me,” he cry'd, © ye angels round me keep, 


« Controul the fiends, that *vengeful on me look.” 


A beauteous 
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A beauteous ſeraph clad in ſpotleſs white, Ap} 
Stood by the wretch, and thus in anger cry'd , \ 
© Miſcreant, reſtore the helpleſs orphan's right, Ane 
And by the ſentence of thy deeds abide.” V 
“Shield me,” he ſaid, © ſweet Pity, heav'nly fair, Thr 
e For ſuch thy form celeſtial doth proclaim ; E 
O] let me breathe again but vital air, By t 
« And thou bleſs'd Seraph, ſhalt record my fame.“ T 
Compaſſion mov'd the heav'n-beloved maid, | And 
Who touch'd the culprit with her ebon wand; Et 
Attendant vigils due obſervance paid, 
And bore him back obedient to command, In 
O! with what joy he ſeem'd again to tread, A ec 
His native element, contagious earth : Or 
. But life reſtor'd—each recent promiſe fled, Eage 
| And Av'rice only ſung his wretched worth. Th 


Appall'd, 
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Appall'd, diſguſted at the irkſome ſight, 
My jaded ſpirits other objects ſought ; 
And turning ſaw with rapturous delight, 
What far excell'd the airy bounds of thought. 


Three ſhining fair ones charm'd my raviſh'd eyes, 
Each ſat ſurrounded on a ſtarry throne ; 

By thouſand cherubs chaunting to the ſkies, 
The joys that flow from happineſs alone. 


And whence I cry'd—{by inſpiration fir'd) 
Ethereal beings—whence thoſe bleſſings ſpring ? 
I paus'd, and fudden found myſelf attir'd 
In angels' garb—endu'd with pow'r to wing. 


A ſecret impulſe ran thro' ev'ry vein, 


On pinions ſtretch'd to higheſt heights I ſoar'd; 
Eager the wiſh'd intelligence to gain, 


The names of thoſe who were ſo much ador'd. 


But 
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But ere I reach'd the ſummit of deſire, 


A voice angelic cry'd in aweful ſtrains ; 
" Preſumptive mortal, back to earth retire, 


* Know here Religion, Love, and Mercy reigns. 


« From theſe all happineſs eternal flow, 
* Go—and unite the lovely three in one; 
* Accompliſh this, and joy ſupremely know, 


*« Which to the union only can belong.” 


It ceas'd regardleſs of entreaty's tears, | 8 p 
Nor could my eyes the ſplendid ſcene redeem : a 
When morn awoke me from imagin'd fears, Or 
And prov'd the whole a tranſitory dream. 1 
ꝓ— —— — Wh 

| T 


SONG. 


NG. 
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S O. 


M TL T 
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Say, youths, have you ſeen her paſs by, 
Myrtilla a beautiful maid ; 
Or heard a fair damſel to cry, 


In ſorrow for Palemon's aid? 


While climbing yon mulberry-tree, 
To frighten a hawk from a dove ; 
Myrtilla was loſt unto me, 


The princeſs of Beauty and Love. 
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In pity ſhe bade me repair, 
And ſave a poor pigeon from death; 


But ere I had mounted the air, / 
Myrtilla was panting for breath. 


A wolf had broke bounds from a cave, 
Affrighted, my fair one! ſhe flew ; 
But the ſavage to beauty a ſlave, 


The virgin forbore to purſue. * 


But where can my ſhepherdeſs be, 
Whom Palemon e'er muſt deplore; 
She comes—and ye ſwains I am free, 


She comes—and my anguiſh is ofer. 


Tt 


| N G. 


F 


The FAIR INCONSTANT. 


Go chaunt, ye ſweet warblers, along, 
Thro' the valley, the wood, and the grove ; 


While zephyrs re-echo your ſong, 
Be the ſtrains of your melody, love, 


How Sweet is the paſſion when true, 
Proclaim as you wing thro' the air; 
The charge is entruſted to you, 


But ſay not Miranda is fair. 


0 Oft 


FA x 


For oft you have heard her complain, 
How Edwin ſhe lov'd—but 'twas art; 

She ſmiles at my grief, and my pain, 
And bids me her preſence depart. : 


Adieu thou falſe fair, I'll obey, ep 
To ſome diſtant region I'll fly; 

When Edwin's perhaps far away, 

Your pity will grant him a ſigh. 


WRITTEN 


EN 
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W R I T Pu 18-4 No 
TO BE SUNG 


Az rus ANNIVERSARY 


OF THE 


KNIGHTS of SAINT PATRICK. 


Ye ſons of Sai Patrick, in gratitude met, 
To pay the ſweet boon, Generoſity's debt; 
To ſoften Misfortune's unlimited woes, 


'Tis your's whence the current of affluence flows. 


Your right noble order, held ſacred and juſt, 
Ierne's conſign'd to George as a truſt ; 


He tends o'er your rights, with a father's concern, 


And the foes of Hibernia ever will ſpurn. 
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The genius of Ireland, the ſtar did inveſt, 

To grace the ſeraphic benevolent breaſt ; 

Endow'd it with power to conquer each foe, F 
And lay the uſurpers of liberty low. 


But who ſuch an order, as your's, can controul, 
Where ſympathy ſprings from the heroic foul ? 
St. Patrick in heaven, the deed muſt approve, 
When humanity dictates compaſſion and love. A 
l 


; | FAIR 
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FP AIR E M M A. 


FOR TWO VOICES. 


A H check yon Gece courſer, o'er mountains he 
ſpeeds, 

And reſcue fair Emma, ** Emma that bleeds; 

See wildly ſhe beckons, fly, youths, to her aid, 


Protect my fair Emma, oh! ſave the ſweet maid. 


He's thrown her!—he's thrown her!—Ah, ſee where 
; ſhe lies, 

And dim are the luſtre of Emma's bright eyes; 

Sweet bloſſom, tho gathered in life's early bloom, 

The tear of ſoft pity ſhall water thy tomb, 

O 3 THE 
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N 
TRIUMPH or COOK. 
SET TO MUSJC _ 

By Mr. 8 T O R A c E, 
AND SUNG ' 
By Mr, k E L 1 


AT THE 


ASS OST EC EH SDOuCTET'Y; 


Mix ERVA in heaven diſconſolate mourn'd 

The loſs of her Cook, who Britain adorn'd; 

She ſhun'd the celeſtials, and ſolitude ſought, 

There wept as ſhe glanc'd o'er the actions he'd wrought. 
| Surpriz'd 


Sur 


Surpriz'd at his deeds, ſhe ſat penſive, amaz d, 
When ſudden her eyes to a volume were rais'd ; 
Tas Fate's mighty mirror, the goddeſs deſcry'd, 
Where glory he'd gain'd, on the pages were dy'd. 


Senſibility ſmil'd, as the records ſhe preſs'd, 
And ſigh'd as in pity theſe words were expreſs'd ; 
* Oh, Cook, who ſhall now the world dare explore? 


* Who'll venture, my hero, now thou art no more? 


*« No more, ab, Oubyhee! thy Cook will appear, 

« The friend of mankind who you ſtruck with the 
ſpear ! 

He came to your ſuccour, proud ſavages know, 

* He came as a friend—whom you flew as a foe.” 

She ceas'd, when a voice ſhook the heav'ns around, 

Minerva, forbear ! ſee the gods have him crown'd. 

Be joyful,” cry'd Jove, © for the trophies he's won, 


Have prov'd him my daughter's legitimate ſon.” 
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The portals of heaven were op'd to her view, 
She ſaw him enthron'd in a veſture of blue : | 
« Yes, Britain!“ ſhe cry'd, in a tranſport of love, 
** Cook's honour'd on earth, and held ſacred above!“ 
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Ir thro' creation's wide expanſe we trace, 
To find a ſubject worth the mule's praiſe ; 
What hoſts will claim a tributary place, 
In ev'ry ſong of her unſullied lays ! 


Av rice, whoſe heart excels the hardeſt ſtone, 
Whom Puy ſhuns, and Charity ne'er knew; 
Claims ev'ry ſtrain from Virtue as his own, 


E'en tho? the boſoms of the twins he flew. 


Folly next hobbles in deſpite of age, 
And dares invade the touchſtone throne of Truth ; 


There fancies ſtill his foibles can engage, 


Alike the fool decrepid as in youth, 


( 210) 


The titl'd courtier next a ſuppliant ſues, 
Maſk d in the ſpecious garb of patriot zeal ; 
Whoſe eyes thro' mercenary optics views 


A nation's woes—and feigns her wrongs to feel. 


Dark-veil'd Hypocriſy, Religion's bane, 
And warlike heroes, who from Fancy flew ; 
Bravad'ing, urg'd their cover'd plea in vain; 
The free-born muſe deteſts the fawning crew. 


But he who lives, tho' in domeſtic life, 
Friend of the world, and does on mis'ry tend; 
With him- the muſe ne'er wages cauſe of ſtrife, 
But hails him her : and Nature's gen'ral friend. 


And does not ſuch a character exiſt, 
In theſe, not quite degenerated times ? 
Yes, Britain, add it to thy hiſtory's liſt, 
Record it proudly unto diſtant climes: 


= 


/ 


Lettfom, 


Fo 


(2 1, 
Lettſom, tho! bleſs'd with Fortune's ehoiceſt tore, 


With all that fame or riches can beſtow, 
Forbears to cloſe his hoſpitable door, 
Againſt diſtreſs, or hapleſs pris'ner's woe. 


His open'd heart expands to Nature's call, 
With him the mourner finds a ſure relief; 

His pitying breaſt extends hispurſe to all, 
And ne'er ſo happy as to ſoothe their grief. 


Compaſſion taught him ſlavery * to ſcorn, 
The law of nature pleaded man was free ; 


No matter where a humaa being's born, 


The. Indian's birth-right were as free as he. 


* Dr. Lettfom, on coming of age, found himſelf poſſeſſed of many 
of thoſe unhappy beings, falſely denominated Slaves; but a mind ſo 
exalted as this well-known character, revolted at the inhuman idea, 
and immediately gave them what is ſo highly prized by a Briton, their 
liberty! The gratitude of the poor negroes, on the occaſion, may 

| better be conceived than expreſs'd ; they were for a ſecond time nearer 
1 rivetted to bondage, than at firſt ; but to the nobleſt maſter—Gererofiy. 


Suck 
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Suck is che man—Britannia, doth thy ile 
In all the pride of honeſt wealth adorn, 
Whoſe virtuous actions know no thought of guile, 4 

| Whole innate worth can ſmile at Envy's ſcorn. 


To him the muſe can dedicate her ftrains, 
Nor bluſh to' own him worthy her regard: 
His noble deeds her memory retains, 


And chance may ſing them by her ſweeteſt bard. 


THE 
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SUNG * THE 
LONDON TAVERN. 
AT FRI 


ANNIVERSARY MEETING 


OF THE | 

MARINE SOCIETY. 5 

— —— 5 | 

. i 

W HEN Neptune in ſorrow, gave up to deſpair, 8 4 
On lofing his Venus, who *ſcap'd from his care; i * 
«i 


The Nereides in pity aſſembl d around, 
And water'd with tears the ſea-moiſten'd ground. 


a ft: The 
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| The god much afflidted to ſee them diſtreſs d; 
In tenderneſs thus his Nereides addreſs'd— 
Fly quick unto earth, if you'd leſſen my grief, 
And bring from my Britons a ſpeedy relief,” 


The nymphs, in obedience immediately flew, 

And ſoon recogniz'd their preſervers in you. 

Ten thouſand young tars they with rapture decry'd, 
Who ſeas and each danger, like Briton's defy'd. 


The courageous youths were preſerv'd by your will, 
To fight for Britannia, and ſhield her from ill; 

To look on Adyerſity's terrors with ſcorn, 

And bid new-born Hope take place of forlorn. 


To Neptune the nymphs related the tale, 

Who ſmil'd that Humanity yet did prevail; 

* But why ſhould I wonder,” the monarch replied, 
« When Mercy and Worth are to Britons allied !” 


Dull 


| 1 


Dull Lethargy's fetters he broke with diſdain, 

And ſcorn'd, like a god, to repine or complain; 
Then filling a bumper from Liberty's ſtream, 

Gave the Guardians of Albion's Briti/h Marine.” 
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BEING THW ANNIVERSARY 


OF THE 


HEMANS SO CIELT TFT; 
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BenxevortnT Charity ! angel-born maid ! 
Whom gods with the ceſtus of pity array'd; 
| Behold 


ir 


Beh 
To. 


Whoa 
Whe 
Toe 
Of & 


And! 


6] 


Behold the aſſemblage met on this day, 
To celebrate Mercy's victorious ſway. 


CHORUS. | 


Then Britons in chorus our feſtival Join, 


For the cauſe of Humanity's ſurely divine. 


What merited honour attends on the man 
Who firſt introduced the glorious plan !— 
To echo the virtues what numbers have cauſe, 


Of ever- reſpected benevolent Hawes * ? 


GHORUS. 
Then Britons in chorus, &c. 


Behold how your {kill has the power to ſave, 


And ſnatch from Eternity, Death, and the Grave ; 


= * & 
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Founderrof the Humane Society. 
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Theſe mortals reſtor'd, and made happy indeed i | 


Since they by your care, from Deſtruttion are freed ! 


CHORUS. 
Then Britons ih chorus, &c. 


The once wretched ſuicide, Charity, ſee 
Reclaim'd, and now offering bleſlings to thee : 
View Gratitude's tear that illumines his eyes, 
As his pray'rs are impeded by penitent ſighs. 
CHORUS. 
Then Britons in chorus, &c. 


= 
And view the brave tar; who ne'er knew a fear, 
Humanity's ſhrine bedews with a tear ; 

Tho' fell from his hold, and panting for breathe, | 


Humanity reſcu'd the Briton from death. 


CHORUS. 


Then Britons in chorus, &c. 
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The bleſſings of thouſands eternally wait 
On thoſe who preſerv'd them from mercileſs F ate ; 
E'en children with parents in gratitude vies, 


And oriſons daily extend to the ſkies, 


CHORUS 
Then Britons in chorus, &c. 
Like the ocean, then Britons, that bears no controul, 
Your efforts extend to the farthermoſt pole; 


O'er ſeas and the earth Humanity ſpread, 
And ill-fated victims ſnatch from the dead. 


CHORUS. 
Then Britons in chorus our feſtival join, 


For the cauſe of Humanity's ſurely divine, 
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LADS WAL ACE; 


AND LATELY PERFORMED AT 


COYENT-GARDEN THEATRE. 
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| Tu IS Ring, this little Ring,” as ſpoke by wells, 


Brings Siddons voice and manner ſo to view, 


That een the copieſt many a boſom ſwells, 
With grie/ as potent, and as real too. 


Exquiſite 


Ge 


Ar 


6) 
Exquiſite charmer ! ſorcereſs of delight! 
Unrivall'd Wells aſſert thy magic force; 
Go on, and pleaſe the wond'ring throngs each night, 
And draw down plaudits from their ſecret ſource! 


Surpriſe the town with Imitations new, 


Such as they never heard, or ſaw before; 
And e'en thy foes, if ſuch there be, ſubdue, 
And make them own'thy merit evermore ! 


s, 
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S8 ON „ N. E . 


ADDRESSED TO 


Mas. CROUCH, 


ON HER 


PERFORMANCE OF 


\ 


— 70 8; 


IN THE 
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f To ſoften woe and ſoothe the ſavage breaſt,” 


Come! lovely Crouch, with each bewitching charm; 


Lull by ſweet Harmony, Deſpair to reſt, 


And ev'ry wild tumultuous paſſion calm. 


Come ! 


Cc 
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Come ! thou enchantreſs of inſpiring ſong, 
And ſweetly chaunt thy faſcinating lays ; 
With Sappho's art thy dulcet ſtrains prolong ; 

And rob Apollo of his envied bays, 


Could but the Artiſt & paint thy beauteous form, 
With half the graces Alton does poſſeſs; 
The canvas would each frozen boſom warm, 


And e' en Detraction urge to love thee leſs. 


Envy would then forbid her ſnakes to breathe, 


And round fair Crouch ne'er fading laurels wreathe. 


* A portrait of Mrs, Crouch, painted by Romney, and engraved 
by Bartolozzi, is ſaid to be in great forwardneſs. 


* an P 4 8 O N. 
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8 Do. MN N Wire Dh * 


RicHr Hoxouzaprs C. ] FOX. 


Tno- Greece boaſts Socrates, and Cæſar, Rome; 
Carthage, her Hannibal's immortal name ; 
The realms of Albion does a ſtar illume 
Great as the greateſt, and not leſs in fame. 
Athens' Demoſthenes, ne'er glow'd with zeal 
More patriotic in a nation's cauſe, 


Or Philip reign in Macedonian weal, | | 


More lov'd or honour'd, by a world's applauſe. 
| Then 


( 2s ) 
Then him the theme of Calliope's verſe, 
Oppreſſion's terror, and the public's choice; 
Whoſe worth hiſtorians ſhall with pride rehearſe, 
And hail the patriot with a gen'ral voice! 
And proud appear the page that vaunts his name, 
Enrich'd by bearing records of his fame ! 
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ANTHONY PASOUIN, Es e 


— — — 


F ASQUIN, can nought thy daring pen impede, 
Or ſtem the venom of thy critic gall? 
Shall thy Pegaſus cauſe whole legions bleed, 
And thou fit ſmiling as their numbers fall ? 


By Heav'n, I'll probe thee to the heartfelt core, 
If Theſpis hurls again his ſatire round, 


E'en thy exiſtence, by the gods I've ſwore ; 


To bring by ſtrength, Samſonian, to the ground. 


'* Author of the Children of Theſpis, a Poem. 
Nor 
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Nor ſhall old Styx with potent magic fraught, 


Or hell itſelf my Herod fury check; 
I'll leap their bounds, expand the wings of thought, 


And twiſt the Stygian chains about thy neck. 


For know, that giants muſt with giants vie, 

And ſuch art thou, magnanimous and proud ; 
Diſdaining all that gives thy works the lie, 

And ſpurning thoſe who've threaten'd vengeance 


'vow'd. 


But ſhall thy haughty and indignant quill 
Hurl barbed ſhafts at Reputation's death ; 
No! I'll annihilate thy ſavage will, 
Abridge the ſource of thy infeftious breath. 


The fires of Etna ſhall awhile be mine, 
To ſet thy ſatires in a gen'ral blaze; 
And from thy aſhes rebuild: Folly's ſhrine, 
That ideots may upon the ſtructure gaze. 


Imperious 
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Imperious tyrant ! doth my threats affright 
Thy yet ungovern'd and undaunted foul? | 
Or rather fill thee with renew'd delight, 
Such as when Paris lovely Helen ſtole ! 


Yes! for eternal warfare is thy ſport, 
With thoſe who will not own thy iron ſway; 
When monarchs fear, and queens thy graces court, 
And all thy Theſpian tribe thy nod obey. 


But let the novice in theatric art, 

Ne'er ſpurn the letter'd offspring of thy brain; 
Let him forbear to feel the ſcourge's ſmart, 

Tho' I thy pow'r, bold Anthony, diſdain, 


LOUISA, 


E U N A 


V „ 


PARODY own Tut RACER. 


Sex the Park throng'd with beauties, the tumult's 
begun, 


And right honour'd knaves boaſt of conqueſts they've 
won ; 


But view yon pale damſel, and mark her ſad air, 
'Tis the beauteous Louiſa, once virtuous as fair; 
Nor ſpurn her, ye virgins, who ſhone like the ſun, 


Ere the beauteous Louiſa by man was undone. 


A titled 
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A titled deſpoiler this peerleſs maid found, 

And with ſpecious pretences her innocence drown'd ;' 
But having grown weary, and cloy'd of her charms, 
The titled ſeducer expell'd her his arms; 

E'en the conqueſt, hard won, inſults with his breath, 


Tho' the beauteous Louiſa is pining to death. 


Tho' numbers yet offer rich proofs of their love, 
The penitent victim againſt them has ſtrove ; 


Betray'd and abuſed by him ſhe ador'd, 


She now only wiſhes her honour reſtor'd : 


But, alas! hapleſs fair one, thy wiſhes are vain, 


And the heart-broke Louiſa is left to complain ! I, 


But chance, when the ſpoiler ſhall hear ſhe's no more, 


The fate of Louiſa c'en he may deplore ; Le 

E'en the breaſt that could ſpurn her, may then heave | 
a ſigh; 

And wiſh the fair bloſſom ſtill on it could lie; Bri 

But, ah! then how fruitleſs his love proffer'd terms 7 

Is t 


When the beauteous Louiſa's a prey to the worms! 


SON. 0 
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Is GENIOUS youth! whom Fame has yet forbore 4 
To note among the fav'rites of her praiſe, BY 4 
Leſt Adulation ſhould its flatt'ry pour 4 


Upon the ſtructure that thy {kill muſt raiſe. 


Bright as/the tints that oft the canvas ſtains, 
And variegated as their beauteous hues, 
Is thy warm fancy ;—fruitful as the plains 


Of fragrent Fden, that rich ſweets diffuſe. 
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Ere Time enrolls thee in the vale of years, 
Thy modeft merit ſhall reſplendent ſhine ; 


And timid Diffidence o'ercome its fears, 
And ſpread its value like the tendril vine. 
Each candid Artiſt ſhall thy works admire, 
And emulative to ſuch deeds aſpire ! 


ORLANDO. 


Enf 


Or! 


Unk 
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Rack on, ye winds, with direſt might, 
Deſcend ye lightnings from above; 
Enfold me round ye ſhades of night, 
And ſhield me from the ſhafts of Love, / 


No more can gentle Peace reſume 
Its wonted throne within my breaſt ; 1 
Or Hope the darkſome void illume, | 
Sad boſom barr'd for e'er of reſt, \ 


Unkind Miranda! merc'leſs fair 
Say, why you caus'd me thus diſtreſs d? 
Too lovely nymph! why ſolemn ſwear, 
You liv'd to make Orlando bleſt ? 


Q Ts Say, 
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Say, why that cruel fond concern | | Li 
of poor Orlando, once you took ? 
Why cheriſh'd Hope you meant to ſpurn, CL 80 


Which love like mine but ill can brook ? 


Encircled in thy ſnowy arms, Or 
How ſwift the pleafing hours flew! )? 7 
Each trembling pulſe beat love's alarms, Th 


For nought but love Orlando knew,  _ ; 


How often on his neck you hung, 
And ſweetly deign'd his lips to kiſs; 

Until ſoft numbers from thy tongue, 
Abſorb'd my love-fick ſoul in bliſs! 


* 


But, ah! how chang'd Orlando's doom! 

| One little month—nay, ſcarce ſo much, 
Proclaims her married !—ah! to whom ? 
Diſtracting thought — Miranda bluſh ! 


Lie 


„ 
Lie ftill my heart, thy plaints ſorbea, 
She is not worthy een a ſigh; 
Some other maid perhaps as fair, 
May falſe Miranda's place ſupply : 


One who can baniſh every pain, 
And to thy boſom peace reſtore ; 
Then ceaſe, ſad mourner, to complain, 
And ſhed a hapleſs tear no more. 


a 
The following Od is founded on recent Event that 
attually took Place a few Miles from Town ; and the 


Gentleman here given under theTitle of ALrnonso, 


is at preſent refiding near the Metropolis. The 
charming Poetry which late appeared in the Wok 1p, 
figned DELLA CRUse A, gave riſe to ALpHonso's 
relating his Story to the Author of this Ode, who 
with the Conſent of the Gentleman in Queſtion, has 

' addreſſed the ſame to Dzrta Cnvsca. 


O D E 


1 o ' | 
DELLA CESS. 0A: 


_ 


O CRUSCA, whoſoe'er thou art, 

Who ſings in ſtrains ſo plaintive ſweet ; 
That e'en the ſad deſpondent heart, 
Feels provocation gain to beat 


2 * 4. 


* Hear 


9 ff w< 


By 
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5 Hear, gentle Bard, another's ſtrains, 87 
Who no fantaſtic paſſion feigns; 

But who all melancholy ſighs 

With grief too great to vent in cries. 


And Sorrow ſcorning aid from tears, | 


O Della! if thou e er did'ſt love, 
f As numbers ſuch as thine proclaim; 
8 Is not the paſſion far above, 


Say, ev'ry other tender ſlame; 


And ſuch as Cruſca's breaſt reveres ! 


But why this queſtion * to me? 
Perhaps you'll ſay and ſpurn my zeal ; 
No! Della, no! it ne'er can be! 
Thy heart does too ſuſceptive feel. 


Then, Minſtrel, hear my cauſe of grief, 
And heard, give pity to my woe; 
And, oh! I'll reſt a firm relief, 
A ſympathizing tear will flow! 
ar bk Q 3 « Where 


o 


n 

Where Avon rolls its filver tide, 
In gentle murm ring along; 

„ Liv'd Anna, firſt in Nature's pride, 
* Liv'd Anna, firſt in village ſong. 


An orphan ſtranger known to few, 


« For the, alas! no wealth could boaſt ; - 


Five acres only round her grew, 
Vet Anna reign'd the village toaſt. 


« An ancient aunt preſery'd from ill, | 
© This peerleſs maid of matchleſs charms, 
* Whoſe precepts did her mind inſtill, 
« To guard gainſt Vice's rude alarms. 


« But when the aged matron dy'd, 
« *Twas then the damſel's fears began; 
ec "Twas then on Heav'n the virgin cry'd, 
* To guard her gainſt the ſnares of man. 


1d 
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4 And much had Anna cauſe to fear, 
« The guilty paſſion many ſung ; 

% Who ne'er for Virtue ſhed a tear, 
« But ever on its ruin hung. 


„ Long had I mark'd this lily fair, 
To be a partner to my heart; 

« And long her image treaſur'd there, 
« Where love lay undiſguis d from art. 


ec Enough had I of wealthy pow'r, 
« To calm the cares of worldly ftrife ; 
« And only wiſh'd the happy hour, 
To make this humble maid my wife. 


« In ſhort, the Virgin crown'd my love, 
« Whom Hymen to the altar led; 

« Tho' many gainſt the union ſtrove, 

My Anna bleſs'd the marriage bed. 


24 
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O marriage! ſweet connubial ſtate, 

« How long muſt I thy comforts mourn? 
* How long complain in vain to Fate 


+ any 


c That Anna's from my boſom torn? 


Nine months like minutes glided by, 
« In ever-teeming new delight; 
e Nine months eſcap'd without a ſigh, 
« While Anna bleſs'd'Alphonſo's ſigbt. 


« Now, Della Cruſca, comes a tale, | 
« That harrows yet my bleeding ſoul ; 
*« But what can now my tears avail, | 
*« Which Reaſon checks but can't controul? 


% A pledge of love my Anna bore, 
« And gave the young Alphonſo breath; 
* But, oh! that pledge till grieves me ſore, 
| 56 It gave my charming girl to Death! 


« The 
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« The lovely infant ſtill does live, 
« Sweet offspring of a fatal birth; 
© But can I Cruſca, death forgive, 
* Whoſe robb'd me of ſuch precious worth?“ 


And yet, my ſmiling cherub! yes, . 
For her who gave thee life, I will; 
And as thy ruby lips I kiſs, 
Think ſtill I preſs thy mother's ſtill; 


Then farewell, Cruſca, if thy heart 
p Like mine partakes of keeneſt woe ! 
May future peace eraze its ſmart ; 


Peace loſt Alphonſo ne'er can know. 


And bew r- er Tickle “, grief deſtroy, 
| Whoſe loſs thy Muſe fo ſweet bewail'd ; 
And turn each bitter pang to joy, 
Tho' ev'ry earthly med'cine fail'd. 


* See a beautiful ode written by Della Cruſca, inſerted in the 


Won d, the latter end of February, 1788. 
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The following Fragment, in Imitation of Oss1an's 


Poems, can only claim Attention on Account of the 72 


Similitude it bears to Simplicity. 


A RG UM E N T. 


O S RA D, ſon of one of the chiefs of a clan in 


Scotland, loves, and is beloved by BERT RH, daughter 


of a neighbouring chief, whoſe perſonal charms and 


amiable virtues gain her many admirers. Berap, a 


a valiant Scot, offers his hand to BzxTHa; the refuſal 


of which revives an enmity between the houſes of 


BERAD and CLA, that had long lain dormant ere 


the battle commences. BERAD, by means of emiſſa- 


ries, contrives to poiſon the mind of CurAx againſt ' 


Osrad's marriage with BERTHA, which is the cauſe 


of his abſence, and her deſpondency. 


« O winds, 
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-« O winds, cried Bertha, as ſhe fat upon the rock 
of Haram, how long muſt the daughter of Mosco 
cry to you in vain !/—Many have been the days, 
and numberleſs the hours ſince Osnay, the ſon of 
venerable Cur as, left the valley of Eva. - 


„ BxxAp, chief of the clan of Euzzv, no longer 
lifts the ſpear againſt the filver-hair'd Cu LA; the 
god of war waves the plume of victory upon the hel- 
mets of the Curtires, and the haughty BERAD is. 
laid low. But Os Ap, the intrepid Os RA d, was not 
at the battle to bear away the palm of triumph; the 
ſhield of the houſe of Cu rAR was / aſar off, when the 
foes of Ep were at hand. | 


« But why theſe lamentations? Why theſe tears ?— 
The dauntleſs, the gallant Osxap hears not the 
plaints of BEX THA; nor knows that the battles 
raged on the plains of Linda. | 
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BRAD, the impetuous ſon of the black-baired 


Ian, as the white ſurge agitated by troubled wa- 
ters, or the creſted charger that champs the mettled 
bit, and froths defiance to controul, ruſhed upon the 
clans of Cu l Ax, ere the beams of the ſun had diſpelled 
the miſts on the mountains. The race of Eva, fled 
from the ſuperior numbers of the foe ; while the im- 
perious BzrAv, diſdaining to hear the cries of the 
few, but valiant Cul1Tes, dealt deſtruction upon the 
enemies of BARAN. - The hoary Cu LA ſaw the 
friends of his boſom deſtroyed. by the ſwords of the 
foe, like the tall graſs that falls by the reaper's ſcythe. 


- -- = 


„ The heart of the warrior bled for the fate of his 
friends ; and while Pity took part in his grief, Re- 
venge lighted the torch of his anger, and forgetting 
the feeble imbecillity of age, with renovated cou- 
rage rallied his flying corps, who fierce by deſpera- 
tion, turned upon the enemies of CuLas, and with 


a maddening avidity hurled the inſtruments of death 


around. 
: The 
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The bold and aſpiring Bexan, court aud re- 
Joices at the combat ; but the followers of his fortunes 


were ſuddenly diſmayed. The deeds of deſpair were 


miſtook for inſpiration ; and the ſoldiers of Ber ap 


fled from the foe in confuſion. 


« The proud, but gallant Bzrap ſcorned to retreat 
ignobly, and like a ſecond Hector, withſtood the fate 


of the day alone, till o'erpowered by numbers, and 
fainting by his wounds, the valiant hero fell more 


glorious i in death, than had ill-got victory bay upon 
his brow. 


The ſpirit of revenge no longer guided the white- 
haired CulAR; the ſword of war was ſheathed in the 


ſcabbard, and the trumpets of defiance were heard 


no more. 


Come then, my Os a Ab, to the arms of BexTaa; 
for thy magnanimous rival, the brave BE RAD, is laid 


* 


— -— V 


— — 


— 
* * 
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in the duſt, The banners of war are furled on the 


walls of CuLlar, and the dove of peace tunes ber 
| matin ſong in the r of EDA.” 5 


Thus fung the Ae of Mosca, faireſt among 
many virgins, and betrothed wife of Osxan, the ſon 


of CuLlar: 


O Corar! where was thy wonted penetration that 
diſcerned not the worth. of BER THA, when OsraD 
brought her to Ea! The friends of thy boſom 
ſung of thy charms ; and the heir of thy houſe proved 
her chaſte.as Minerva. 


But thy ear was opened to the tongue of Scandal ; 
and the voice of Reaſon was not heard. When 
OsRrap, pride of thy age, and joy of thy heart, pre- 
ſented at thy feet the accompliſhed BRRTHA, thou 


ſpurned the virgin like an obnoxious weed away ! the 


tear of pity that gliſtened in her eye; and the throb- 
| bing 
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bing pulſe that beat at ber beart.could nt foie the 
| barſh terms exclaimed againſt, her. $4.56 


Even he, lion-hearted in danger, and firſt in the 
battle, braveſt among the braveſt, and glory of 
Eva, the gallant Osz av bathed thy hands with his 
tears, while his faultering tongue pleaded for his lovely 


BERTH A, 


But the boſom of CuLan rejefted the kneeling ſup- 
pliants with ſcorn; and the heart-bleeding BextTna 
was torn by thy orders from the arms of the beloved 


ol her heart. 


O CorAR! chief of the clan of EDA, where is 
thy beloved gone! hurried by thy wrath in ſearch of _ 
the idol of his heart, whom deſponding to find Vena 


the valiant Os RA p, perhaps, i is no more! 5 


BERTHA, thy now adopted daughter, child, 


and partner in thy ſorrow is found; and with her 
all 
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all her Aumüebt but Os RAD, lord: of her wiſhes, 


7 


ad ſovereign of her heart, is loſt! „ Mas 


Fixed on the rugged rock by the ſeapgirt ſhore, 
the hapleſs maid bewails her abſent love; all night ſhe 
tells her ſorrows to the winds; and ; while her hand 
ſupports her aching head, her ſwimming eyes are bent 
upon the heavens, as if to chide them for the loſs of 
OsraD ; and when her ſighs permit her uſe of ſpeech, 
her tremulous voice.calls upon the much. loved name, 
and Ts of ber foul's Te be | 55 


- | *f} . # * 
ks 


At daun of morn | ſhe idly burties to Albee: ; 
and melancholy pines all day, till fable night proves 


favourable to grief, and ſafe conducts the mourner to 
Her rock, that juts above the billows, where figs 
and BER THA hold a converſe ſad. 2 


— ec 


